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THE  SPECULATIONS  OF 
JOHN  STEELE 


CHAPTER  I 

A  NARROW  ESCAPE 

It  was  a  nasty  night,  with  a  drizzling  rain  nearly  as 
thick  as  a  fog — a  rain  which  obscured  the  signals  and 
left  the  rails  so  slippery  that  a  quick  stop  was  almost 
impossible — yet  just  the  sort  of  night  to  make  a  quick 
stop  imperative  if  disaster  were  to  be  averted. 

Young  John  Steele,  station-master,  telegrapher, 
ticket-agent,  and  man-of-ali-work  in  the  lone  shanty 
known  on  the  railway  map  as  Hitchen’s  Siding,  ignored 
by  all  other  maps,  stood  beside  the  telegraph  instrument 
wondering  whether  the  rain  had  affected  the  efficiency 
of  the  wires,  or  whether  the  train  despatcher  had  gone 
crazy.  Here  was  Number  Sixteen,  the  freight  from  the 
west,  coming  in,  and  there  were  no  orders  for  her. 
Number  Three,  known  to  the  outside  world  as  the 
“  Pacific  Express,”  the  fastest  train  on  the  road,  was 
already  forty  minutes  overdue,  tearing  westward  through 
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the  night  somewhere,  and  John  did  not  know  where. 
All  he  knew  was  that  she  was  trying  to  make  up  lost 
time  as  well  as  the  greasy  metals  would  allow,  and  here 
he  stood  without  orders  ! 

Once  more  he  seized  the  key,  and  calling  the  de¬ 
spatched  office  in  Warmington,  again  demanded  : 
“  What  orders  for  Sixteen  ?  ”  Then  he  went  outside, 
and  on  his  own  initiative  kicked  away  the  iron 
clutch  that  released  the  distant  semaphore.  The  red 
star  of  danger  glimmering  through  the  drizzle  to  the 
east  might  hold  the  express  if  the  driver  saw  it  in 
time. 

Number  Sixteen  had  drawn  up  to  the  platform,  and 
as  her  guard  came  forward  Steele  ran  to  meet  him, 
shouting — 

“  Sidetrack  your  train,  Flynn  !  Sidetrack  her  on  the 
jump  ! 

“  Where’s  my  orders  ?  ”  asked  the  guard. 

“  There’s  no  orders.  /  order  you.  Get  her  off  the 
main  line  at  once.” 

“  Tour  orders  !  Well,  for  cold  cheek - ” 

Steele  lost  none  of  the  precious  moments  in  argu¬ 
ment,  but,  turning  from  the  angry  guard,  yelled  to  the 
engineer — 

“  Whistle  for  the  switch,  and  kick  her  back  on  to 
the  siding.  Number  Three  may  be  into  you  any 
moment.” 

No  youth  in  Steele’s  position  has  the  right  to  give  a 
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command  to  an  engineer  over  the  head  of  his  chief, 
neither  should  his  orders  to  the  guard  be  oral — they 
must  be  documentary.  Steele  was  shattering  fixed  rules 
of  the  road,  and  he  knew  it. 

The  guard  of  a  perishable  goods  train  thinks  himself 
nearly  as  important  as  if  he  ran  an  express,  so  Flynn 
was  rightly  indignant  at  this  sudden  assumption  of 
unlawful  authority  by  a  no-account  youth  at  a  no¬ 
account  station.  But  a  guard  is  usually  in  a  compara¬ 
tively  safe  place,  while  the  driver  of  an  engine  must 
bear  the  brunt  of  a  head-on  collision,  so  the  grimy 
Morton  at  the  throttle  did  not  stand  on  etiquette,  but 
blew  the  whistle  for  an  open  switch  and  backed  his  train 
into  the  siding.  Steele  watched  the  switch  light  turn 
to  safety  again,  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief,  then  put  his 
stalwart  arms  to  the  lever  and  slowly  pulled  off  the 
danger  signal  to  the  east,  and  left  the  main  line  clear  for 
the  through  express. 

“  What’s  all  this  sweat  about  ?  ”  cried  Flynn. 
a  Where’s  Number  Three  ?  ” 

“I  don’t  know,”  replied  John,  quietly. 

“You  don’t  know?  Well,  Em  blessed!  I’ll  tell 
you  one  thing,  my  impetuous  youngster.  If  Number 
Three  has  lost  more  time,  and  I’m  ordered  on  to  the 
next  siding,  you’ll  lose  your  job.” 

“  I  know  it.” 

John  turned  in  from  the  platform  to  the  telegraph- 
room,  andj  Flynn  followed  him.  As  they  advanced  the 
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instrument  began  a  wild  rataplan,  and  Steele  paused, 
raising  his  hand  for  silence.  Even  Flynn,  who  did  not 
understand  its  language,  felt  that  the  machine  was 
making  a  frantic,  agonized  appeal. 

“  Listen  to  that  !  ”  cried  Steele,  a  note  of  triumph  in 
his  voice. 

“  What’s  it  saying  ?  ”  whispered  the  guard,  awed  in 
spite  of  himself. 

“  Sidetrack  Sixteen  !  Sidetrack  Sixteen  !  In  God’s 
name,  sidetrack  Sixteen  !  There’s  your  orders  at  last, 
Flynn.  It’s  lucky  you  didn’t  wait  for  them.” 

The  final  words  were  obliterated  by  a  roar  as  of  a 
descending  avalanche,  and  the  express  tore  past,  ripping 
the  night  and  the  silence ;  fifty  miles  an  hour  at  the 
least  ;  the  long  line  of  curtained  windows  in  the 
sleeping-cars  shimmering  in  the  station  lights  like  a 
wavering  biograph  picture  —  there  and  away  while 
you  drew  your  breath.  In  the  stillness  that  followed, 
the  brass  instrument  kept  up  its  useless,  idiotic  chatter. 
A  heavy  step  sounded  on  the  platform,  and  the 
engineer  appeared  at  the  door,  his  face  ghastly  in  its 
pallor,  the  smudges  on  it  giving  a  heightening  effect 
of  contrast. 

“  God,  Flynn,”  he  gasped,  “  that  was  a  close 
call  !  ” 

The  guard  nodded,  and  each  man  strode  forward  as 
if  impelled  by  a  single  impulse  to  grasp  hands  with  the 
youngster,  who  laughed  nervously,  saying — 
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“  They’re  pretty  anxious  in  the  city.  I  must 
answer.” 

Then  he  went  to  the  instrument  and  sent  the  most 
undisciplined  message  that  had  ever  gone  over  the  wires 
from  a  subordinate  to  a  superior. 


CHAPTER  II 

PROMOTION 

In  the  train  despatched  office  at  Warmington,  one 
hundred  and  twenty  miles  to  the  east  of  Hitchen’s 
Siding,  the  force  was  hard  at  work  under  the  electric 
light.  Philip  Manson,  division  superintendent,  strolled 
in,  although  it  was  long  past  his  office  hours,  for  he  was 
one  of  those  indefatigable  railroad  men  loth  to  take  his 
fingers  off  the  pulse  of  the  great  organization  he  con¬ 
trolled,  and  no  employee  of  the  road  could  be  certain 
of  any  hour,  night  or  day,  when  Manson  might  not  be 
standing  unexpectedly  beside  him.  As  this  silent  man 
surveyed  the  busy  room,  listening  to  the  click  of  the 
telegraphic  sounders,  which  spoke  to  him  as  plainly  as 
if  human  lips  were  uttering  the  language  of  the  land, 
he  was  startled  by  a  cry  from  Hammond,  the  train 
despatcher.  Hammond  sprang  like  a  madman  to  the 
sender,  and  the  key,  at  lightning  speed,  rattled  forth — 
“  Sidetrack  Sixteen.  Sidetrack  Sixteen.” 

Instinctively  the  division  superintendent  knew  what 
had  happened.  To  the  most  accurate  of  men,  faithful 
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and  exact  through  years  of  service,  may  come  an  un¬ 
accountable  momentary  lapse  of  vigilance.  The  train 
despatcher  had  forgotten  Number  Sixteen  !  Instantly 
the  road  spread  itself  out  before  the  mind’s  eye  of  the 
superintendents  He  knew  every  inch  of  it.  The  situa¬ 
tion  revealed  itself  to  his  mathematical  brain  as  a  well- 
known  arrangement  of  men  and  pawns  would  display  to 
an  expert  what  could  or  could  not  be  done  on  the  chess¬ 
board.  He  knew  where  Number  Three  would  lose 
further  time  on  the  up-grades,  but  now,  alas  !  it 
was  speeding  along  a  flat  country,  where  every  minute 
meant  a  mile.  Nevertheless,  there  was  one  chance  in  a 
thousand  that  the  express  had  not  yet  reached  Hitchen’s, 
and  his  quick  mind  indicated  the  right  thing  to  be 
done. 

aTell  him  to  stop  Number  Three,”  he  snapped 
forth. 

The  despatcher  obeyed.  Where  disaster  was  a 
matter  of  moments,  there  was  little  use  in  awaiting  the 
slow  movements  of  a  heavy  freight-train  when  the 
express,  a  demon  of  destruction,  was  swooping  down  on 
the  scene.  There  came  no  answer  to  the  frenzied  appeal. 
Every  man  in  the  room  was  on  his  feet,  and  each  held 
his  breath  as  if  the  crash  and  the  shrieks  could  leap  across 
one  hundred  and  twenty  miles  and  penetrate  into  that 
appalled  office.  Then  the  sounder  began,  leisurely  and 
insolent — 

“  I  sidetracked  Sixteen  on  my  own,  and  set  the  signal 
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against  Three  until  Sixteen  was  in.  Are  you  people 
crazy,  or  merely  plain  drunk  ?  ” 

The  tension  snapped  like  an  overstrained  wire.  One 
man  went  into  shriek  after  shriek  of  laughter  ;  another 
laid  his  head  on  his  desk  and  sobbed.  Hammond  stag¬ 
gered  into  a  chair,  and  an  assistant  held  a  glass  of  water 
to  his  ashen  lips.  The  division  superintendent  stood  like 
a  statue,  a  deep  frown  marking  his  displeasure  at  the 
flippant  message  that  had  come  in  upon  such  a  tragic 
crisis.  But  the  assurance  that  the  express  was  safe  cleared 
his  brow. 

“  The  man  at  the  siding  is  named  John  Steele,  isn’t 
he  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

“  Send  down  a  substitute  to-morrow,  and  tell  Steele 
to  report  to  me.” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

And  this  is  how  our  young  man  came  to  be  Philip 
Manson’s  right-hand  helper  in  the  division  superinten¬ 
dent’s  office  of  the  Grand  Union  Station  at  Warmington 
City. 

The  Grand  Union  Station  is  a  noble  pile  of  red  brick, 
rough  and  cut  stone  and  terra  cotta,  with  a  massive  corner 
tower  holding  aloft  a  great  clock  that  gives  the  city 
standard  time.  The  tower  is  the  pride  of  Warmington 
— a  pillar  of  red  cloud  by  day  and  a  pillar  of  fire  by  night, 
with  the  hours  distinct  a  mile  away.  The  tower  may  be 
taken  as  a  monument  to  the  power  and  wealth  of  the 
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Rockervelts,  although  in  larger  cities  they  possessed  still 
more  imposing  architecture  to  uphold  their  fame. 

The  Manateau  Midland,  which  made  this  immense 
structure  its  eastern  terminus,  was  merely  a  link  in  the 
Rockervelt  chain  of  admirably  equipped  railways  ;  but, 
as  the  title  “  Union”  implied,  other  roads,  mostly  bank¬ 
rupt  lines  or  branches  of  the  Midland,  enjoyed  running 
rights  into  the  Grand  Union  Station. 

The  transferring  of  a  country  youth  at  an  enhanced 
salary,  from  a  lone  pine  shanty  on  the  prairie  to  this 
palatial  edifice  in  the  city  seemed  to  John  like  being 
translated  bodily  to  heaven.  Now  he  had  his  chance,  and 
that  was  all  he  asked  of  fate.  He  delighted  in  railway 
work.  The  strident  screech  of  the  whistles,  the  harsh 
clanking  of  trucks  coming  together,  all  the  discordant 
sounds  of  the  station-yard,  were  as  orchestral  music  to 
him,  and  he  never  tired  of  the  symphony.  He  speedily 
became  the  most  useful  man  about  the  place,  and  was 
from  the  first  the  most  popular.  He  had  a  habit  of 
dashing  here  and  there  bareheaded,  and  to  heat  or  cold 
was  equally  indifferent.  There  was  not  a  trace  of  malice 
in  the  lad,  and  he  was  ever  ready  with  a  cheery  word  or 
a  helping  hand.  He  seemed  able  to  do  anything,  from 
running  an  engine  to  tapping  a  wire,  and  was  willing  in 
an  emergency  to  work  night  and  day,  without  a  grumble, 
till  he  dropped  from  fatigue.  Silent  Philip  Manson 
watched  Steele’s  progress  with  unspoken  approval,  and 
loved  him  not  the  less  that  for  all  the  lad’s  witty 
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exuberance  not  a  word  had  ever  passed  his  lips  about  that 
sinister  blunder  at  Hitchen’s  Siding.  Those  things  are 
not  to  be  spoken  of,  and  even  the  general  manager 
knew  nothing  of  the  crisis.  The  train  despatcher  had 
retired,  nerve-broken,  and  the  newspapers  never  guessed 
why. 

But  there  was  one  man  who  did  not  like  John,  and 
that  was  no  less  important  a  personage  than  the  general 
manager  himself.  His  huge  room  in  the  lower  part  of 
the  tower  was  as  sumptuously  furnished  as  an  eastern 
palace.  T.  Acton  Blair,  general  manager  of  the  Mana- 
teau  Midland,  was  supposed  to  be  related  to  the  Rocker- 
velt  family,  but  this  was  perhaps  a  fallacy  put  forth  to 
account  for  the  placing  of  such  a  palpably  incompetent 
man  in  so  responsible  a  position.  He  was  a  bald-headed, 
corpulent  personage,  pompous  and  ponderous,  slow  moving 
and  slow  speaking,  saying  perfectly  obvious  things  in  a 
deep,  impressive  voice,  as  if  he  were  uttering  the  wisdom 
of  ages.  His  subordinate,  Philip  Manson,  as  everybody 
knew,  was  responsible  for  the  efficiency  of  the  road ;  and 
when  he  wanted  a  project  carried  out,  he  always  pre¬ 
tended  it  was  Blair’s  original  idea,  so  the  general  manager 
got  the  credit  if  it  was  a  success,  and  Manson  shouldered 
the  blame  if  it  was  not. 

One  morning,  as  Philip  Manson  was  about  to  leave 
the  general  manager’s  room,  after  the  customary  daily 
interview  with  his  chief,  the  latter  said — 

“  By  the  way,  Manson,  who  is  that  individual  who 
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rushes  about  these  offices  at  all  hours,  as  if  he  thought  he 
were  running  the  whole  Rockervelt  system  ?  ” 

“I  suspect  you  refer  to  John  Steele,  one  of  my 
assistants,  sir.” 

“  I  don’t  like  him,  Manson  ;  he  seems  obtrusive.” 

“  I  assure  you,  sir,  he  is  a  most  capable  man.” 

“  Yes,  yes,  I  dare  say  ;  but,  as  I  have  often  told  you, 
the  success  of  our  organization  is  in  method,  not  in 
haste.” 

“  Quite  so,  sir.” 

“That  person  always  gives  me  the  idea  that  some¬ 
thing  is  wrong — that  a  fire  has  broken  out,  or  a  man  has 
been  run  over.  I  don’t  like  it.  His  clothes  are  untidy, 
and  seem  to  have  been  made  for  some  one  else.  I 
shouldn’t  like  Mr.  Rockervelt  to  see  that  we  have  such 
an  unkempt  person  on  our  clerical  staff.” 

“  I’ll  speak  to  him,  sir ;  I  admit  his  manner  does  not 
do  him  justice.” 

When  Manson  next  encountered  John  alone,  he  spoke 
with  more  than  his  usual  severity. 

“  Steele,  I  wish  you  would  pay  some  attention  to  your 
clothes.  Get  a  new  business  suit  and  take  care  of  it. 
Remember,  you  are  in  the  city  of  Warmington,  and  not 
at  Hitchen’s  Siding.” 

“Yes,  sir,”  said  Jack  contritely,  looking  down  with 
new  dismay  at  his  grease-stained  trousers. 

“  I  wish  also  you  would  abandon  your  habit  of  run¬ 
ning  all  over  the  place  without  a  hat.” 
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“  I’ll  do  it,  sir.” 

The  catastrophe  came  with  appalling  suddenness. 
The  Pacific  Express  Steele  had  saved,  but  himself  he 
could  not  save. 

Tearing  down  the  long  corridor  at  breakneck  speed, 
he  turned  a  corner  and  ran  bang  into  the  imposing 
front  of  the  general  manager.  That  dignified  potentate 
staggered  back  against  the  wall  gasping,  while  his  glossy- 
silk  hat  rolled  to  the  floor.  John,  brought  up  as  suddenly 
as  if  he  had  collided  with  a  haystack,  groaned  in  terror, 
snatched  the  tall  hat  from  the  floor,  brushed  it,  and 
handed  it  to  the  speechless  magnate. 

u  I’m  very,  very  sorry,  sir,”  he  ventured. 

But  Mr.  Acton  Blair  made  no  reply.  Leaving  the 
culprit  standing  there,  he  put  on  his  hat  and  strode 
majestically  to  the  division  superintendent’s  room. 

“  Manson  !  ”  he  panted,  dropping  into  a  chair,  “  dis¬ 
charge  that  lunatic  at  once  !  ” 

The  division  superintendent  was  too  straightforward 
a  man  to  pretend  ignorance  regarding  Blair’s  meaning. 
His  face  hardened  into  an  expression  of  obstinacy  that 
amazed  his  chief. 

“  The  Rockervelt  system  is  deeply  indebted  to  Mr. 
Steele — a  debt  it  can  never  repay.  He  saved  Number 
Three  last  November  from  what  would  have  been  the 
most  disastrous  accident  of  the  year.” 

“  Why  was  I  never  told  of  this  ?  ” 

“  For  three  reasons,  sir.  First,  the  fewer  people  that 
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know  of  such  escapes,  the  better  ;  second,  Hammond, 
who  was  responsible,  voluntarily  resigned  on  plea  of  ill- 
health  ;  third,  Hammond  was  your  nephew.” 

Mr.  T.  Acton  Blair  rose  to  his  feet  with  that  majesty 
of  bulk  which  pertains  to  corpulent  men.  It  was  an 
action  which  usually  overawed  a  subordinate. 

“I  think  you  are  making  a  mistake,  sir,  regarding  our 
relative  positions.  I  am  general  manager  of  the  Mana- 
teau  Midland,  and  as  such  have  a  right  to  be  informed  of 
every  important  event  pertaining  to  the  road.” 

“Your  definition  of  the  situation  is  correct.  Both 
you  and  Mr.  Rockervelt  should  have  been  told  of  the 
narrow  escape  of  the  express.” 

There  was  a  glitter  as  of  steel  in  the  keen  eyes  of  the 
superintendent,  while  the  inflated  manner  of  the  manager 
underwent  a  visible  change,  like  a  distended  balloon 
pricked  by  a  pin.  Mr.  Blair  knew  well  the  danger  to 
himself  and  his  vaunted  position  if  the  event  under  dis¬ 
cussion  came  to  the  knowledge  of  the  great  autocrat  in 
New  York,  so  he  tried  to  give  his  surrender  the  air  of  a 
masterly  retreat. 

“Well,  well,  Mr.  Manson,  I  don’t  know  but  you 
were  right.  The  less  such  things  are  talked  of,  the 
better.  They  have  a  habit  of  getting  into  the  papers, 
and  undermining  public  confidence,  and  we  should  all  try 
to  avoid  such  publicity.  Yes,  you  did  quite  right,  so  we 
will  let  it  go  at  that.” 

“  And  how  about  Mr.  Steele  ?  ” 
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“  After  all,  Manson,  he  is  your  department,  and  you 
may  do  as  you  please.  I  should  rather  see  him  go,  but 
I  don’t  insist  upon  it.  Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Manson.” 

The  great  man  took  his  departure  ponderously,  leaving 
Manson  somewhat  nonplussed.  As  soon  as  the  door  to 
the  corridor  closed  behind  Blair,  the  door  to  Manson’s 
secretary’s  room,  which  had  been  ajar  during  this  con¬ 
versation,  flew  open,  and  the  impetuous  Steele  came 
rushing  in. 

“  Excuse  me,  Mr.  Manson,”  he  cried,  “  but  I  was 
waiting  to  see  you,  and  I  could  not  help  hearing  part 
of  what  you  and  Mr.  Blair  said.  I  did  not  intend  to 
listen  ;  but  if  I  had  shut  the  door  it  would  have  attracted 
attention,  so  I  didn’t  know  what  to  do.  I  suppose  he 
told  you  we  had  a  head-on  collision,  round  a  curve,  with 
no  signals  out.” 

The  young  man  tried  to  carry  it  off  jauntily  with  a 
half  nervous  laugh,  but  Manson’s  face  was  sober  and 
unresponsive. 

“It  was  all  my  fault,  and  you  had  warned  me 
before,”  continued  Steele,  breathlessly.  “  Now  you  stood 
up  to  the  old  man  for  me,  and  made  him  back  water  ; 
but  I’m  not  going  to  have  you  get  into  trouble  because 
of  me.  I’ve  discharged  John  Steele.  I’m  going  in  now 
to  Mr.  Blair,  and  I’ll  apologize  and  resign.  I’ll  tell 
him  you  warned  me  to  quit  rushing  round,  and  that 
I  didn’t  quit.  I’m  sorry  I  telescoped  him,  but  not  half 
so  sorry  as  that  I’ve  disappointed  you.” 
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“  Nonsense  !  ”  said  Manson,  severely.  “  Go  back  to 
your  desk,  and  let  this  rest  for  a  day  or  two.  I’ll  see 
the  manager  about  it  later  on.”  He  noticed  the 
moisture  in  the  younger  man’s  eyes,  and  the  quiver  of 
his  nether  lip,  so  he  spoke  coldly.  Emotion  has  no  place 
in  the  railway  business. 

“  No,  sir,  I’d  never  feel  comfortable  again.  There’s 
lots  of  work  waiting  for  me,  and  it  won’t  have  to  wait 
long.  I’m  going  for  it  as  I  went  for  Mr.  Blair’s  waist¬ 
coat.  But  I  want  to  tell  you,  Mr.  Manson,  that — that 
all  the  boys  know  you’re  a  brick,  who’ll  stand  by  them 
if  they — if  they  do  the  square  thing.” 

And  as  if  his  disaster  had  not  been  caused  by  his 
precipitance,  the  youth  bolted  headlong  from  the  room 
before  Manson  could  frame  a  reply. 

The  division  superintendent  put  on  his  hat  and  left 
the  room  less  hurriedly  than  John  had  done.  He  made 
his  way  to  that  sumptuous  edifice  known  as  the  Univer¬ 
sity  Club.  The  social  organization  which  it  housed 
had  long  numbered  Manson  as  a  member,  but  he  was 
a  most  infrequent  visitor.  He  walked  direct  to  the 
cosiest  corner  of  the  large  reading-room,  and  there,  in 
a  luxurious  armchair,  found,  as  he  had  expected,  the 
Hon.  Duffield  Rogers,  an  aged  gentleman  with  a  gray 
beard  on  his  chin  and  a  humorous  twinkle  in  his  eye. 
Mr.  Rogers  was  a  millionaire  over  and  over  again,  yet 
he  was  president  of  the  poorest  railway  in  the  State, 
known  as  the  Burdock  Route,  whose  eastern  terminus 
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was  in  the  Grand  Union  which  Manson  had  just  left. 
Rogers  occupied  a  largely  ornamental  position  on  the 
Burdock,  as  he  did  in  the  armchair  of  the  club.  He 
was  surrounded  by  a  disarray  of  newspapers  on  the 
floor,  and  allowed  the  one  he  was  holding  to  fall  on 
the  pile  as  he  looked  up  with  a  smile  on  seeing  Manson 
approach. 

“  Hallo,  Manson  !  Is  the  Midland  going  to  pay  a 
dividend,  that  you’ve  got  an  afternoon  off?  ” 

“  What  do  you  know  about  dividends  ?  ”  asked 
Manson,  with  a  laugh.  He  seemed  a  much  more 
jocular  person  at  the  club  than  in  the  railway-office, 
and  he  was  not  above  giving  a  sly  dig  at  the  Burdock 
Route,  which  had  never  paid  a  dividend  since  it  was 
opened. 

“  Oh  !  I  read  about  ’em  in  the  papers,”  replied  the 
Hon.  Duffield,  serenely.  “  How’s  that  old  stick-in-the- 
mud  Blair  ?  I’m  going  to  ask  the  committee  of  this 
club  to  expel  him.  He  has  the  cheek  to  swell  around 
here,  in  my  presence,  and  pretend  he  knows  something 
about  railroading.  I’d  stand  that  from  you,  but  not 
from  T.  Acton  Blair.  He  forgets  I’m  president  of  a 
road,  while  he’s  only  a  general  manager.  I  tell  him 
I  rank  with  Rockervelt,  and  not  with  mere  G.  M.’s.” 

The  old  millionaire  laughed  so  heartily  at  his  own 
remarks  that  some  of  the  habituh  of  the  reading-room 
looked  sternly  at  the  framed  placard  above  the  mantel¬ 
shelf  which  displayed  in  large  black  letters  the  word 


PROMOTION  17 

“  Silence.”  Manson  drew  up  a  chair  beside  the  old 
man  and  said  earnestly  : 

“  I  came  in  to  see  you  on  business,  Mr.  Rogers. 
There  is  a  young  fellow  in  my  office  who  will  develop 
into  one  of  the  best  railroad  men  of  our  time.  I  want 
you  to  find  a  place  for  him  on  your  line.” 

“  Oh  !  we’re  not  taking  on  any  new  men.  Just 
the  reverse.  We  laid  off  the  general  manager  and  about 
fifteen  lesser  officials  a  month  ago,  and  we  don’t  miss 
’em  in  the  least.  I’ve  been  trying  to  resign  for  the 
past  year,  but  they  won’t  let  me,  because  I  don’t  ask 
any  salary.” 

“This  man  will  be  worth  double  his  money  any¬ 
where  you  place  him.” 

“  I  am  not  saying  anything  against  your  man  except 
that  we  don’t  want  him.  The  Burdock’s  practically 
bankrupt — you  know  that.” 

“Still,  John  Steele,  the  young  fellow  I’m  speaking 
of,  won’t  want  much  money,  and  he  understands  rail¬ 
roading  down  to  the  ground.” 

“If  he  is  a  valuable  man,  why  are  you  so  anxious  to 
get  rid  of  him  ?  ”  asked  the  wily  president,  with  a 
smile. 

“  I’m  not.  I’d  rather  part  with  all  the  rest  of  my 
staff  than  with  Steele  ;  but  Mr.  Blair  has  taken  a  dislike 
to  him,  and - ” 

“Enough  said,”  broke  in  the  president  of  the  Burdock. 
“  That  dislike,  coupled  with  your  own  preference,  makes 
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the  best  recommendation  any  man  could  ask.  How 
much  are  you  paying  Steele  ?  ” 

“  Ten  dollars  a  week.” 

The  old  man  mused  for  a  few  moments,  then 
chuckled  aloud  in  apparent  enjoyment. 

“  I’ll  give  him  fifteen,”  he  said.  “  Will  that  satisfy 
him  ?  ” 

“  It  will  more  than  satisfy  him.” 

“  But  I  pay  the  amount  on  one  condition.” 

“  What  is  that,  Mr.  Rogers  ?  ” 

“  The  condition  is  that  he  accepts  and  fills  the 
position  of  general  manager  of  the  Burdock  Route.” 

“  General  manager  !  ”  echoed  Manson,  “  I’m  talking 
seriously,  Mr.  Rogers.” 

“  So  am  I,  Manson,  so  am  I.  And  don’t  you  see 
what  a  good  bargain  I’m  driving?  You  say  Steele  is 
first  class.  All  right  ;  I  know  you  wouldn’t  vouch  for 
him  unless  that  were  so.  Very  well.  I  get  a  general 
manager  for  fifteen  dollars  a  week  ;  cheapest  in  the 
country,  and  doubtless  the  best.  I  confess,  however, 
my  chief  delight  in  offering  him  the  position  is  the 
hope  of  seeing  old  Blair’s  face  when  he  first  meets 
in  conference  the  youth  he  has  dismissed,  his  equal 
in  rank  if  not  in  salary.  It  will  be  a  study  in 
physiognomy.” 

If  the  staid  Philip  Manson  thought  that  Steele’s 
native  modesty  would  prevent  him  from  accepting  the 
management  of  the  Burdock  Route,  he  was  much 
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mistaken.  When  Manson  related  quietly  the  result  of 
his  interview  with  the  Hon.  Duffield  Rogers,  the  youth 
amazed  him  by  leaping  nearly  to  the  ceiling  and  giving 
utterance  to  a  whoop  more  like  the  war-cry  of  a  red 
Indian  than  the  exclamation  of  a  Scottish  Highlander. 
Then  he  blushed  and  apologized  for  his  excitement, 
abashed  by  Manson’s  disapproving  eyes. 

“I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mr.  Manson,  I’ll  make  the 
road-bed  of  the  old  Burdock  as  good  as  you’ve  made  the 
Midland,  and  I’ll - ” 

“  Tut,  tut  !  ”  said  Manson,  in  his  most  unenthusiastic 
tone  ;  “  you  can  do  nothing  without  money,  and  the 
Burdock’s  practically  bankrupt.  Be  thankful  if  you 
receive  your  fifteen  a  week  with  reasonable  regularity. 
Now,  here  is  a  letter  to  the  Hon.  Duffield  Rogers.  Give 
it  to  the  hall-porter  at  the  club,  and  Mr.  Rogers  will 
invite  you  in.  You  will  find  the  president  a  humorous 
man,  and  you  have  a  touch  of  the  same  quality  yourself ; 
but  repress  it  and  treat  him  with  the  greatest  respect, 
for  humorists  get  along  better  with  dull  people  like  myself 
than  with  one  another.  Although  you  are  leaving  the 
jurisdiction  of  Mr.  Blair,  do  not  forget  what  I  told  you 
about  paying  attention  to  your  clothes.  You  will  be 
meeting  important  men  whom  you  may  have  to  per¬ 
suade,  and  it  is  better  to  face  them  well  groomed  ;  a 
prepossessing  appearance  counts  in  business.  Prepos¬ 
session  is  nine  points  in  the  game.  Here  is  the  letter, 
so  be  off.”  The  division  superintendent  rose  and 
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extended  his  hand.  a  And  now,  my  boy,  God  bless 
you  !  ” 

The  tone  of  the  benediction  sounded  almost  gruff, 
but  there  was  a  perceptible  quaver  underneath  it,  and 
after  one  firm  clasp  of  the  hand  the  divisional  super¬ 
intendent  sat  down  at  his  desk  with  the  resolute  air  of 
a  man  determined  to  get  on  with  his  work.  As  for 
John,  he  could  not  trust  his  voice,  either  for  thanks  or 
farewell ;  so  he  left  the  room  with  impetuous  abruptness, 
and  would  have  forgotten  his  hat  if  he  had  not  happened 
to  hold  it  in  his  hand. 

To  the  ordinary  man  the  Burdock  Route  was  a 
badly  kept  streak  of  defective  rails,  rough  as  a  corduroy 
road.  To  John  Steele  it  was  a  glorious  path  to  Para¬ 
dise  ;  an  air  line  of  tremendous  possibilities.  He  went 
up  and  down  its  length,  not  in  a  private  car,  but 
on  ordinary  locals  and  freight  trains.  He  became 
personally  acquainted  with  every  section  foreman  and 
with  nearly  every  labourer  between  Warmington  and 
Portandit,  the  western  terminus.  He  found  them,  as 
a  usual  thing,  sullen  and  inert ;  he  left  them  jolly 
and  enthusiastic,  almost  believing  in  the  future  of  the 
road. 

He  proved  an  unerring  judge  of  character.  The 
useless  men  were  laid  off,  while  the  competent  were 
encouraged  and  promoted.  He  could  handle  a  shovel 
with  the  best  of  them,  or  drive  in  a  spike  without 
missing  a  blow.  In  a  year  he  had  the  Burdock  Route 
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as  level  as  a  billiard-table  without  extra  expenditure  of 
money,  and  travellers  were  beginning  to  note  the  im¬ 
provement,  so  that  receipts  increased.  He  induced  the 
Pullman  Company  to  put  an  up-to-date  sleeping-carriage 
on  the  night  trains,  east  and  west,  and  withdraw  their 
antiquated  cars  hitherto  in  use. 

But  there  was  one  thing  Steele  was  not  able  to 
accomplish.  He  could  not  persuade  the  venerable  pre¬ 
sident  of  the  road  to  regard  it  as  anything  but  a  huge 
joke.  The  Hon.  Duffield  Rogers  absolutely  refused  to 
leave  his  comfortable  chair  in  the  club  and  take  a  trip 
over  the  Burdock.  The  president  delighted  in  Steele’s 
company,  and  got  him  made  a  member  of  the  club, 
setting  him  down  as  a  graduate  of  the  Wahoo  University, 
which  was  supposed  to  exist  somewhere  in  the  remote 
West.  Rogers  was  a  privileged  member  and  a  founder 
of  the  club,  so  the  committee  did  not  scrutinize  his 
recommendation  too  closely. 

« It’s  no  use,  John,”  he  would  say,  when  his  fervent 
assistant  urged  him  to  come  and  see  what  had  been  done 
on  the  Burdock.  u  Life  is  hard  enough  at  best  without 
my  spending  any  part  of  it  in  a  beastly  place  like  Port- 
andit.  I  hear  you  have  done  wonders  with  the  road, 
but  you  can’t  accomplish  anything  really  worth  while 
with  a  route  that  has  no  terminus  on  the  Atlantic.  As 
long  as  you  have  to  hand  over  your  eastern  traffic  to 
the  Rockervelts  at  Warmington,  and  take  what  western 
freight  they  care  to  allow  you,  you  are  in  the  clutch  of 
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the  Rockervelts,  and  they  can  freeze  you  out  whenever 
they  like. 

‘“You  may  grade,  you  may  ballast  your  road,  if  you  will, 

But  the  shadow  of  Rockervelt’s  over  you  still.’  ” 

Thus  Steele  always  received  his  discouragement  from 
his  own  chief,  and  with  most  people  this  would  ulti¬ 
mately  have  dampened  enthusiasm  ;  but  John  was  ever 
optimistic  and  a  believer  in  his  work.  One  day  he 
rushed  into  the  club,  his  hat  on  the  back  of  his  head, 
and  his  eyes  ablaze  with  excitement. 

“  Mr.  Rogers,  I’ve  solved  the  problem  at  last  !  ”  he 
cried.  “I  tell  you,  we’ll  make  the  Burdock  the  greatest 
line  in  this  country.” 

He  shoved  aside  the  heaps  of  magazines  from  the 
reading-room  table  and  spread  out  a  map  on  its  surface. 
The  Hon.  Duffield  rose  slowly  to  his  feet  and  stood 
beside  the  eager  young  man.  A  kindly,  indulgent  smile 
played  about  the  lips  of  the  aged  president. 

“  Now,  see  here  !  ”  shouted  Steele  (they  were  alone 
together  in  the  room,  and  the  “  Silence  ”  placard  made 
no  protest).  “  There’s  Beechville,  on  the  Burdock  Route, 
and  here’s  Collins’  Centre,  on  the  C.  P.  &  N.  Between 
these  two  points  are  sixty-three  miles  of  prairie  country, 
as  level  as  a  floor.  It  will  be  the  cheapest  bit  of  road 
to  build  in  America  ;  no  embankments,  no  cuttings,  no 
grade  at  all.  Why,  just  dump  the  rails  down,  and  they’d 
form  a  line  of  themselves  !  Once  the  Burdock  taps  the 
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C.  P.  &  N.,  there  is  our  route  clear  through  to  tide-water, 
independent  of  the  Rockervelt  System.” 

Steele,  his  face  aglow,  looked  up  at  the  veteran,  but 
the  indulgent  smile  had  taken  on  a  cynical  touch.  Mr. 
Rogers  placed  his  hand  on  John’s  shoulder  in  kindly 
fashion  and  said  slowly  : 

“  If  that  were  possible  it  would  have  been  done  long 
since.  You  could  not  get  your  charter.  Rockervelt 
would  buy  the  Legislature,  and  we  in  the  west  haven’t 
money  enough  to  outbid  him.” 

Steele’s  clenched  fist  came  down  on  the  map  with  a 
force  that  made  the  stout  table  quiver. 

“  But  I’ve  got  the  charter  !  ”  he  roared,  in  a  voice 
that  made  the  hall-porter  outside  think  there  was  trouble 
in  the  reading-room.  The  Hon.  Duffield  Rogers  sank 
once  more  into  his  armchair  and  gazed  at  John. 

“  You've  got  the  charter  ?  ”  he  echoed  quietly. 

“  Certainly,  and  it  didn’t  cost  me  a  cent.  The 
Governor  signed  it  yesterday.” 

“  Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings - ” 

murmured  the  old  man,  who  had  years  of  experience 
behind  him  in  the  bribing  of  law-makers.  “  In  Heaven’s 
name,  how  did  you  manage  it  ?  ” 

“  I  went  to  the  capital,  became  acquainted  with  the 
legislators  —  splendid  fellows,  all  of  them  —  personal 
friends  of  mine  now ;  I  showed  them  how  such  a  link 
would  benefit  the  State,  and  the  bill  went  through  like 
that."  John  snapped  his  fingers. 


24  the  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

“Well,  I’m  blessed!”  ejaculated  the  old-time 
purchaser  of  valuable  franchises. 

“  Now,  Mr.  Rogers,  you  understand  financiering, 
and  know  all  the  capitalists.  I  understand  the  railway 
business.  You  raise  the  money,  I’ll  build  the  road,  and 
we’ll  be  into  New  York  with  a  whoop.” 

For  one  brief  instant  Steele  thought  he  had  conquered. 
Like  an  old  war-horse  at  the  sound  of  the  bugle,  Rogers 
stiffened  his  muscles  for  the  fight.  The  light  of  battle 
flamed  in  his  eye  as  the  memory  of  the  conquest  of 
millions  returned  to  him.  But  presently  he  leaned  back 
in  his  chair  with  a  sigh,  and  the  light  flickered  out. 

“Ah,  John!”  he  whispered  plaintively,  “I  wish  1 
had  met  you  thirty  years  ago  ;  but  alas  !  you  weren’t 
born  then.  What  a  team  we  would  have  made  !  But 
I’m  too  old  and,  besides,  your  scheme  wouldn’t  work.  I 
might  get  up  the  money,  and  I  might  not.  The  very 
name  of  the  Burdock  is  a  hoodoo.  But  even  if  the 
money  were  subscribed  and  the  link  built,  we  would 
merely  be  confronted  by  a  railroad  war.  The  Rocker- 
velts  would  cut  rates,  and  the  longest  purse  is  bound 
to  win,  which  means  we  should  go  to  the  wall.” 

Steele  sat  down  with  his  face  in  his  hands,  thoroughly 
discouraged  for  the  first  time  in  his  life.  He  felt  a 
boyish  desire  to  cry,  and  a  mannish  desire  to  curse,  but 
did  neither.  The  old  gentleman  rambled  on  amiably: 

“  You  are  a  ten-thousand  dollar  man,  John,  but  your 
line  of  progress  is  on  some  road  with  a  future.  Follow 
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my  advice  and  take  your  charter  to  that  old  thief 
Rockervelt  himself.  There  lies  your  market.” 

“  How  can  I  do  that,”  growled  John  from  between 
his  fingers,  “  when  I  am  an  employee  of  the  Burdock  ?  ” 
“  Technically  so  am  I;  therefore,  as  your  chief,  I 
advise  you  to  see  Rockervelt.” 

“All  right!”  cried  Steele,  springing  to  his  feet  as 
if  his  minute  of  deep  despondency  had  been  time  thrown 
away  that  could  not  be  spared.  He  shook  hands 
cordially  with  the  president  and  returned  his  genial 
smile. 


CHAPTER  III 


WAYLAYING  A  MAGNATE 

On  the  steps  of  the  club  he  was  surprised  to  meet 
Philip  Manson,  who,  he  knew,  rarely  honoured  that 
institution  with  his  presence. 

“I  was  just  going  up  to  see  you,  Mr.  Manson.  I 
want  you  to  do  me  a  favour.  I’m  off  to  New  York, 
and  I’d  like  a  letter  of  introduction  to  Mr.  Rockervelt.” 

The  brow  of  the  division  superintendent  knitted 
slightly,  and  he  did  not  answer  so  readily  as  the  other 
expected. 

“Well,  it’s  like  this,  Steele,”  he  said  at  last:  “I 
am  merely  a  small  official,  and  Mr.  Rockervelt  is  an 
important  man  who  knows  his  own  importance. 
Etiquette  prescribes  that  I  should  give  you  a  letter  to 
the  general  manager,  who  is  the  proper  person  to 
introduce  you  to  Mr.  Rockervelt.  So,  you  see - ” 

“  Oh,  very  well,”  exclaimed  Steele,  sorry  he  had 
asked.  This  rebuff,  following  so  closely  on  the  heels 
of  his  disappointment,  clouded  his  usual  good  nature. 
He  was  about  to  go  on,  when  Manson  detained  him, 
grasping  the  lapel  of  his  coat. 

26 
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“  Don’t  be  offended,  John  ;  and  I’ll  tell  you 
something  no  one  else  knows.  I’m  going  to  quit  the 
railway  business.” 

“  What  !  ”  shouted  Steele,  all  his  old  affection  for 
the  man  surging  up  within  him  as  he  now  noted  the 
trouble  in  his  face.  Manson  quit  the  railway  business  ! 
It  was  as  if  he  had  calmly  announced  his  intention  to 
commit  suicide. 

“That  old  fool  Blair  has  been  making  trouble  for 
you  ?  ”  he  cried. 

“  Oh  no  !  That  is  to  say,  there  always  has  been 
a  slight  tension,  and  it  doesn’t  grow  better.  I’ve  made 
a  little  money — real  estate  has  risen,  you  know,  and 
that  sort  of  thing — and  I’ve  been  working  hard,  so  I 
intend  to  resign.  I  take  it  you  have  some  scheme  to 
propose  to  Mr.  Rockervelt  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  I  have.” 

“  Very  well.  Your  scheme,  if  it  is  a  good  one,  will 
prove  your  best  introduction.  He’s  an  accessible  man  ; 
but  plunge  right  to  the  point  when  you  meet  him.  He 
likes  directness.  And,  by  the  way,  he  will  be  in  Warm- 
ington  on  Wednesday  morning.  The  big  conference  of 
railway  presidents  begins  Thursday  afternoon  at  Portandit, 
and  he  will  be  there,  of  course.  We  attach  his  private 
car  to  Number  Three,  Wednesday  night,  and  your  best 
time  to  see  him  might  be  in  his  car  during  the  four 
miles  he’s  running  to  the  Junction.  The  express  waits 
for  him  at  the  Junction.  You  haven’t  much  time,  but 
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it  will  prove  all  the  time  he’ll  want  to  allow  you  if  your 
project  doesn’t  appeal  to  him.” 

aSay  !  ”  cried  Steele,  athrill  with  the  portent  of  a 
sudden  idea,  “  couldn’t  you  persuade  Rockervelt  to  hitch 
his  car  to  the  Burdock  ‘Thunderbolt’?  I’ll  run  him 
through  to  Portandit,  and  save  him  that  dreary  daylight 
trip  from  Tobasco.” 

Manson  shook  his  head. 

“  No  ;  Mr.  Rockervelt  would  not  go  over  any  other 
road  than  his  own.  I  could  not  propose  such  a  thing,  and 
Mr.  Blair  would  not.” 

Steele  walked  down  to  the  Grand  Union  Station  deep 
in  thought.  He  had  determined  to  take  Rockervelt’s 
private  car  from  its  place  with  one  of  his  own  pony 
engines  and  attach  it  to  his  own  express,  and  he  was 
formulating  his  plans.  Once  away  from  the  Junction, 
the  Government  itself  could  not  stop  him.  And  now  we 
need  a  railway  map  to  explain  the  situation.  From 
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Warmington  to  Portandit  or  to  Tobasco  is  a  long  night’s 
ride.  The  “  Thunderbolt  ”  leaves  the  Junction  on  the 
Burdock  Route  at  8  p.m.  The  “  Pacific  Express,”  on 
the  Midland,  departs  at  8.20 ;  one  train  from  the  south 
side  of  the  station,  the  other  from  the  north. 

At  ten  minutes  to  eight  Philip  Manson  received  a 
telephone  message  asking  him  to  remain  within  call.  A 
short  time  after,  when  the  men  were  coupling  the  private 
car  to  the  west-bound  train,  Steele  rushed  in  to  the  tele¬ 
phone  cabin  and  shouted  : 

“  That  you,  Mr.  Manson  ?  ” 

“  Yes  ;  who  are  you  ?  ” 

“  Steele.  I’ve  just  coupled  Rockervelt’s  car  to  the 
‘Thunderbolt.’  Release  Number  Three,  for  she  will 
wait  in  vain.  Telegraph  all  those  people  that  Rocker- 
velt  was  to  meet  at  Tobasco  to-morrow  morning  to 
take  the  midnight  train  for  Portandit  and  meet  him 
there.” 

“  Steele,  are  you  out  of  your  senses  ?  ” 

“  No.  It’s  all  as  I  say.  Nothing  can  stop  us.” 

“  I  haven’t  the  list  of  the  men  that - ” 

“Then  call  up  Blair.  He’s  in  his  private  car  on 
Number  Three,  which  of  course  you  know.  You  must 
get  the  list.” 

“  John  Steele,  I  implore  you  to  stop  before  it  is  too 
late.  This  is  an  outrage.  It’s  kidnapping — brigand’s 

work.  You  are  breaking  laws  that  will - ” 

“  I  know,  I  know.  Good  night,  Mr.  Manson.” 
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aJust  one  moment,  John.  IVe  something  im¬ 
portant  to  tell  you.  Mr.  Rockervelt  telegraphed  to 
me - ” 

But  the  young  man  was  proof  against  all  blandish¬ 
ments,  determined  to  go  his  own  way,  so  he  rang  off 
before  his  friend  could  finish  the  sentence. 

Steele  rushed  out  to  the  platform,  nodded  to  the  wait¬ 
ing  conductor,  swung  himself  on  the  Pullman  car,  the 
conductor  swung  his  lantern,  and  the  “  Thunderbolt  ” 
swung  out  into  the  night. 

When  the  deft  and  silent  negro  had  cleared  away  the 
breakfast  dishes  next  morning  and  removed  the  table¬ 
cloth,  Mr.  Rockervelt  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  lit  a 
cigar.  There  was  much  to  think  of,  and  he  was  thinking 
much.  The  car  rolled  along  with  gratifying  smoothness, 
and  the  great  man  paid  no  attention  to  the  scenery,  other¬ 
wise  he  might  have  been  startled,  for  he  knew  well  the 
environment  of  his  own  line.  As  for  the  negro,  all  roads 
were  alike  to  him,  and  he  attended  solely  and  silently  to 
his  master’s  comfort.  He  hovered  about  for  a  few 
moments,  then  said  deferentially  : 

“  Day’s  a  gennelman,  sah,  in  de  sleepah  ahead’s  been 
asking  for  you,  sah,  two  or  three  times  dis  mawning,  sah. 
He’d  like  to  have  some  conversation  with  you,  sah,  if 
you’s  disengaged.” 

“  Who  is  he  ?  ” 

“  Here’s  he’s  cawd,  sah.” 

Mr.  Rockervelt  glanced  at  the  card,  murmuring  : 
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“  John  Steele,  General  Manager,  Burdock  Route.  That’s 
strange.”  Then  aloud  :  “  Show  Mr.  Steele  in,  Peter.” 

The  magnate  did  not  rise  as  John  bowed  to  him,  but 
waved  his  hand  toward  a  chair,  a  silent  invitation  of  which 
his  visitor  did  not  avail  himself.  He  recognized  the  great 
man  at  once  from  the  many  portraits  he  had  seen  of  him. 

“  I  hope  you  have  slept  well,  Mr.  Rockervelt,”  began 
the  new-comer. 

“  Excellently.” 

“  And  I  trust  you  found  the  road-bed  in  good  order.” 

Mr.  Rockervelt  raised  his  eyebrows  and  looked  with 
some  surprise  at  the  polite  inquirer  before  him. 

“  My  own  bed  and  the  road-bed  left  nothing  to  be 
desired,  since  you  are  so  kind  as  to  ask.” 

“  I  am  delighted  to  hear  you  say  so,  sir,”  cried  John 
with  enthusiasm.  His  host  began  to  fear  some  demented 
person  had  got  into  his  car,  and  he  glanced  over  his 
shoulder  for  Peter,  who  was  not  visible. 

“  Why  should  you  be  delighted  to  hear  me  praise  my 
own  road  ?  ”  he  asked  in  tones  that  gave  no  hint  of  his 
uneasiness. 

w  Well,  sir,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  wished  a  few 
minutes’  talk  with  you,  and  that’s  not  as  easy  come  by  as 
you  may  think.  You  are  not  on  your  own  road,  but  on 
the  Burdock  Route,  now  rapidly  approaching  Portandit. 
I  took  the  liberty  last  night  of  attaching  your  car  to 
this  train,  sir,  instead  of  to  your  own  Number  Three.” 

Rockervelt  sat  up  in  alarm,  glanced  out  of  the 
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windows,  first  on  one  side,  then  on  the  other.  Bringing 
back  his  gaze  to  the  man  before  him,  hot  anger  added 
colour  to  the  usual  floridness  of  his  countenance. 

“You  took  the  liberty,  did  you?  Well,  let  me  tell 
you,  sir,  it  is  a  liberty  you  will  bitterly  regret.” 

“  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  say  that,  sir,”  replied  John, 

“The  liberty  !  Curse  it,  sir,  you  have  disarranged 
all  my  plans.  There  are  three  men  in  Tobasco  whom  it 
is  imperative  I  should  meet  this  forenoon  before  the  con¬ 
vention  opens.” 

“  Quite  so,  sir.  I  had  them  telegraphed  to  take  the 
Midnight  and  meet  you  at  Portandit  instead.  They’ll 
be  waiting  for  you  when  you  get  in,  sir.” 

“  The  devil  you  did  !  ”  gasped  Rockervelt,  sinking 
back  in  his  chair. 

“  Y ou  see,  sir,  it’s  an  uneasy  conference  you  would 
have  had  on  that  rocky  road  to  Dublin,  the  T.  and  P. 
A  long  forenoon’s  ride,  sir,  with  a  line  as  rough  as  a  rail 
fence.  It  would  be  like  coming  down  the  Soo  Rapids, 
only  you  wouldn’t  travel  so  quickly.  You  are  too  good 
a  railroad  man,  sir,  not  to  hate  a  day  journey,  and  I 
counted  on  that.” 

“  It’s  a  minor  matter,  but  you  happen  to  be  right.” 

“I  have  a  carriage  waiting  for  you,  sir.  You  can 
drive  to  your  hotel  at  your  ease,  hold  the  conference  in 
your  room,  and  drop  in  to  the  convention  whenever  it 
pleases  you,  sir.” 
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“Have  you  also  arranged  my  return  to  New  York, 
Mr.  Steele  ?  By  what  route  do  you  intend  to  send  me 
back  ?  ” 

John  laughed  that  cheerful,  infectious  laugh  of  his. 
He  realized  that  the  danger  point  was  passed. 

“I  hope  you  will  get  safe  back  to  New  York  what¬ 
ever  route  you  take,  sir.” 

“  Thank  you.  How  long  have  you  been  general 
manager  of  this  road  ?  ” 

“About  two  years,  sir.” 

“  Where  did  you  learn  the  business  ?  ” 

“In  the  greatest  railroad  school  of  this  world,  sir — 
the  Rockervelt  System.” 

The  faint  shadow  of  a  smile  passed  over  the  face  of 
Mr.  Rockervelt  for  the  first  time  during  the  interview. 

“  That  I  take  as  a  handsome  return  for  my  testimonial 
to  your  road-bed.  Why  did  you  leave  us  r  ” 

“  I  failed  to  please  Mr.  Blair,  sir.” 

“In  whose  department  were  you.” 

“In  the  division  superintendent’s.” 

“  Did  you  please  Philip  Manson  ?  ” 

“  I  think  I  did,  sir.” 

“  Um  !  Well,  now,  you  did  not  waylay  me  for  the 
purposes  of  pleasant  conversation.  I  don’t  like  to  see 
good  men  leave  us  ;  and  if  your  object  in  kidnapping  me 
was  to  come  back  to  us,  I  may  at  once  admit  I  am  willing 
to  entertain  a  proposal.” 

“No,  sir.  That  was  not  my  object,  although  I  make 
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bold  to  say  that  an  offer  from  Mr.  Rockervelt  would 
exact  respect  from  the  greatest  in  the  land,  and  I’m  no 
exception  to  my  betters.  What  I  wanted,  sir,  was  to 
persuade  you  to  cast  your  eye  over  this  map.  The  red 
line  represents  sixty-three  miles  of  level  country, 

and - ” 

“  I  see  ;  if  a  railway  were  built  along  that  red  line, 
your  road  would  have  access  to  New  York  independent 
of  me.  Well,  young  man,  don’t  let  that  red  line  worry 
you.  I  could  not  allow  you  to  get  a  charter.” 

“  You’re  quick  to  see  the  possibilities,  sir.” 

“Yes,  but  here  are  no  probabilities.” 

“  I’m  not  so  sure  of  that,  sir.  Like  the  other  fellow’s 
fifteen  dollars,  I’ve  got  the  charter  in  my  inside  pocket.” 

“  Do  you  mind  showing  it  to  me  ?  ”  asked  Rockervelt, 
unconsciously  finishing  the  line  of  the  song  referred  to. 
John  handed  him  the  documents,  and  the  great  man 
scrutinized  them  with  the  quick  care  of  an  expert ;  then 
he  folded  them  up  again,  but  did  not  offer  to  return  them. 
He  gazed  out  upon  the  flying  landscape  for  a  few 
moments,  while  Steele  stood  expectant. 

“  How  did  you  overcome  Blair’s  opposition  ?  ”  he 
inquired  at  last. 

“There  was  no  opposition.” 

The  president  frowned,  and  a  glint  of  anger  appeared 
in  the  cold,  calculating  eyes. 

“  I  expect  Blair  to  watch  the  Legislature  as  well  as 
the  railway.” 
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“  He  watches  neither,  sir.” 

Rockervelt  glanced  sharply  at  the  confident  young 
man  who  thus  dared  to  asperse  one  of  the  minor  gods  of 
the  Rockervelt  System. 

“  Then,  who  looks  after  the  Midland  ?  ” 

u  Philip  Manson,  and  does  it  quietly  and  well.” 

“  Where  did  you  get  the  money  to  put  this  through  ? 
A  syndicate  ?  ” 

“  No  ;  I  didn’t  need  any  money.  All  I  needed  was 
that  one  of  your  general  managers  should  be  sound  asleep, 
and  time  to  make  personal  friends  of  the  members  of  the 
House.” 

“  I  see  you  are  prejudiced  against  Mr.  Blair.” 

“  I  am,  sir.” 

Rockervelt  pulled  himself  together  as  one  who  has 
had  enough  of  badinage,  and  now  prepares  for  business. 
His  impassive  face  hardened,  and  the  onlooker  saw  before 
him  the  man  who  had  ruthlessly  crushed  opposition, 
regardless  of  consequences. 

“  Now,  young  man,”  he  began,  in  a  voice  that  cut 
like  a  knife,  “  do  you  know  the  value  of  these  docu¬ 
ments  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir  ;  they’re  not  worth  a  damn  ?  ” 

“  What  !  ”  cried  Rockervelt,  suddenly  sitting  bolt 
upright.  a  I  thought  you  had  kidnapped  me  to  hold  me 
up,  as  is  the  genial  Western  fashion.  Don’t  you  want 
to  sell  this  charter  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir.  I  offered  the  charter  to  the  Hon.  Duffield 
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Rogers,  president  of  the  Burdock,  as  was  my  duty,  but 
he  said  you  could  beat  any  combination  that  might  be 
formed  in  the  long  run.” 

“Yes,  or  in  the  short  run.  Sensible  man,  Rogers. 
Well,  sir,  you  do  not  expect  an  exorbitant  price  for  a 
worthless  charter  r  ” 

“  I  want  no  price  at  all.  The  charter  is  yours.  But 
I’d  like  to  offer  you  a  hint  as  well  as  the  charter,  and 
the  advice  is  to  make  Philip  Manson  manager  of  the 
Midland.” 

“  I  see  ;  and  what  for  yourself  ?  ” 

“  Only  bear  me  in  mind  when  you  have  a  vacancy 
for  a  well-paid  official  down  East.” 

The  young  man  had  been  standing  during  this 
long  colloquy,  but  now  Mr.  Rockervelt  asked  him  to  be 
seated,  and  there  being  a  suggestion  of  command  as  well 
as  of  request  in  his  tones,  John  Steele  drew  up  a  chair 
to  the  table  that  divided  them. 

“  You  have  quite  definitely  made  up  your  mind,  I 
take  it,  that  T.  Acton  Blair  is  unfit  for  the  position  of 
general  manager  of  the  Manateau  Midland,”  said  the 
chief  with  quiet  irony. 

“  Yes,  I  have,”  replied  Steele,  defiantly,  “  and  so  has 
everybody  else  who  knows  him.” 

“  And  yet  you  admit  the  Midland  is  a  well-managed 
road  ?  ” 

“Certainly,  but  that  is  because  of  Philip  Manson.” 

“  Quite  so.  ‘  The  page  slew  the  boar  ;  the  peer  had 
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the  gloire,’  as  the  old  poet  said,  and  the  peer,  too,  has 
the  bigger  salary,  as  a  modern  writer  might  remark. 
You  never  heard  any  reason  given,  I  suppose,  why  Blair 
holds  a  better  position  than  Manson  ?  ” 

u  Oh  yes,  I  did,”  cried  the  impetuous  young  man, 
u  it  is  said  that  Mr.  Blair  is  a  relative  of  your  own.” 

The  expression  of  displeasure  that  clouded  the  face 
of  the  railway  prince  gave  instant  intimation  to  Steele 
that  his  reply  had  been  tactless. 

“I  imagine  you  have  a  great  deal  to  learn,  Mr. 
Steele,  and  I  predict  before  you  are  as  old  as  Mr.  Blair 
you  will  receive  some  sharp  lessons  in  diplomacy.  You 
have  shown  yourself  competent  to  smooth  out  the  rough¬ 
nesses  that  formerly  characterized  the  Burdock  Route, 
but  those  same  capabilities  may  not  be  equal  to  removing 
obstacles  in  your  own  path  of  life.  The  Midland  is  a 
well-managed  road,  and  you  say  the  credit  belongs  to 
Manson.  Very  good.  I  put  Manson  in  his  place,  and 
so  my  purposes  are  fulfilled.  If  I  made  him  general 
manager,  as  you  suggest,  he  might  or  might  not  be  a 
success,  yet  we  are  both  agreed  that  he  is  a  success  in 
his  present  position.  Now  you,  I  see  by  this  card,  are 
general  manager  of  the  Burdock  Route.  Does  the 
Burdock,  therefore,  take  a  high  place  in  the  railway 
system  of  America  ?  ” 

“  It  does  not,”  candidly  admitted  John  Steele. 

“  Why  ?  ” 

“  Because  there  is  no  money  behind  it.” 


38  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

“  Exactly.  My  excellent  friend,  the  Honorable 
Duffield  Rogers,  has  plenty  of  money,  but  he  knows 
enough  to  take  care  of  it.  He  doesn’t  waste  any  of 
his  wealth  in  trying  to  make  the  Burdock  Route  all  that 
his  capable  general  manager  may  wish  it  to  be.  So  you 
see,  Mr.  Steele,  finance  has  to  be  considered  as  well  as 
good  road  mending.  In  that  department  T.  Acton  Blair 
occupies  a  high  position  among  the  railway  men  of  the 
West.  If  you  ever  accumulate  a  little  money,  and  doubt 
my  statement,  venture  your  cash  in  a  contest  where 
Blair  is  your  opponent,  and,  I  venture  to  say,  you’ll 
regret  it.  On  the  other  hand,  if  you  should  happen  to 
become  a  friend  of  Mr.  Blair,  and  he  cared  to  give  you 
a  tip  or  two  in  higher  finance,  you  may  grow  rich  in 
following  his  lead.  In  this  very  matter  of  the  charter 
there  is  a  possibility  that  you  have  entirely  underestimated 
the  general  manager  of  the  Midland.  It  is  on  the  cards 
that  he  agrees  with  you  and  me  regarding  the  worth¬ 
lessness  of  the  charter.” 

u  I’ll  swear  he  knew  nothing  about  it,”  persisted 
Steele,  knowing  as  soon  as  the  sentence  was  uttered  that 
again  he  had  let  his  tongue  run  away  with  his  judgment. 

“  Perhaps  he  did,  and  perhaps  he  didn’t.  I  strongly 
suspect  he  knew  all  about  it,  and  hoped  you  would 
entangle  old  Rogers  into  a  railway  war,  in  which  case, 
I  venture  to  assert,  Blair  would  have  crushed  both  you 
and  your  chief.  Of  course  you  tried  to  get  Rogers  to 
take  up  the  struggle  ?  ” 
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“  Yes,  I  did.” 

“  And  he  very  politely,  but  quite  definitely,  refused  ?  ” 

“  That  also  is  true.” 

“  Well,  you  see,  Mr.  Steele,”  said  Rockervelt,  with 
something  almost  approaching  a  laugh,  “  there  is  more 
wisdom  in  grey  hairs  than  most  young  persons  are 
willing  to  admit.  Would  you  be  surprised  if  I  told  you 
that  I  have  determined  to  ignore  your  advice,  and  so  will 
not  remove  Mr.  Blair  from  his  position  ?  ” 

“  I  am  not  in  the  least  surprised,  now  that  I  know 
your  opinion  of  him.” 

“  Maybe  then  I  can  astonish  you  by  admitting  that  I 
intend  to  remove  your  friend,  Mr.  Manson,  from  the 
situation  he  so  worthily  fills.” 

“To  place  him  in  a  better  position,  I  hope  ?” 

“  Oh  yes.  I  have  been  in  need  of  him  for  some 
time  in  our  New  York  office.  I  should  have  taken  him 
long  ago,  if  I’d  had  the  right  man  to  put  in  his  place. 
The  other  day  I  received  Philip  Manson’s  resignation, 
and  without  either  accepting  or  declining  it,  I  tele¬ 
graphed  him  to  let  me  know  whom  he  suggested  as  his 
substitute.  Yesterday,  I  received  his  reply,  and  although 
I  have  been  unable  to  follow  the  advice  you  have  tendered 
me  so  far,  I  may  accept  it  regarding  the  new  candidate.” 

With  this  Mr.  Rockervelt  pressed  an  electric  button, 
and  an  alert  young  man  answered  his  call. 

“  Meldrum,  bring  me  that  last  letter  of  Manson’s 
about  the  division  superintendency  of  the  Midland.” 
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The  secretary  returned  a  moment  later  with  the 
document,  which  he  handed  to  Rockervelt,  who  tossed 
it  across  the  table  towards  Steele.  The  letter  read  : 

“Dear  Sir, 

“  In  my  opinion  the  best  man  to  appoint  as 
division  superintendent  of  the  Manateau  Midland  is  John 
Steele,  at  present  general  manager  of  the  Burdock  Route. 
He  was  formerly  employed  on  the  Midland  in  various 
capacities,  and  was  promoted  entirely  through  efficiency. 
Although  the  position  he  occupies  on  the  Burdock  is 
nominally  higher  than  that  left  vacant  by  my  resignation, 
yet  I  think  Mr.  Steele  would  be  content  with  less  honour 
and  more  money. 

“  Yours  faithfully, 

“  Philip  Manson.” 

As  Steele  looked  up  from  the  reading  of  this  letter 
Rockervelt  said  sharply  : 

“  I  think  you  are  the  man  referred  to  by  Manson  ?  ” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“  It  is  rather  strange  that  you  should  have  taken  all 
the  trouble  to  attach  my  car  to  your  train  when  I  had 
left  word  with  Manson  to  get  into  communication  with 
you,  and  arrange  an  interview  between  you  and  me  at 
Portandit.” 

“  I  was  merely  anticipating  your  wishes,  Mr.  Rocker¬ 
velt.  It  is  lucky  I  rang  off  Philip  Manson  last  night  so 
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abruptly  at  the  telephone,  for  I  imagine  this  is  what  he 
was  about  to  tell  me.” 

“  How  much  are  they  giving  you  on  the  Burdock 
Route  ?  ”  asked  Rockervelt,  abruptly. 

u  Fifteen  dollars  a  week.” 

Instead  of  expressing  his  surprise  at  the  smallness  of 
the  amount,  Rockervelt  merely  said  : 

“  Do  you  get  your  money  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  I  see  to  that,”  replied  Steele  with  a  laugh  ; 
“  I  am  general  manager,  you  know.” 

“What  salary  do  you  want  to  take  Philip  Manson’s 
place  ?  ” 

John  Steele  cast  down  his  eyes,  and  meditated  in 
silence  for  a  few  moments. 

“ Would  fifty  dollars  a  week  be  too  much?”  he 
asked  in  a  tremor. 

« It’s  rather  a  jump,”  said  Rockervelt  calmly,  “  but 
I  think  the  organization  can  stand  it,  if  it  is  satisfactory 
to  you.” 

“  It  is  more  than  satisfactory  to  me,”  replied  Steele, 
earnestly.  He  was  to  learn  later  that  modesty  was  its 
own  reward.  He  could  as  easily  have  had  double  the 
money,  and  perhaps  more.  Multi-millionaire  as  he  was, 
however,  Rockervelt  was  not  the  man  to  throw  away 
needless  cash. 

“  We  will  take  that  as  settled,”  he  said,  and  this 
ended  the  interview. 


CHAPTER  IV 


A  CONSPIRACY 

The  greatest  blessing  that  Providence  can  bestow  upon 
a  young  man  is  self-knowledge.  Success  comes  to  those 
who  know  their  own  powers  while  it  is  yet  day.  To 
learn  for  the  first  time  at  eighty  that  you  have  immense 
capabilities  in  any  given  direction  is  futile.  To  possess 
that  knowledge  at  twenty  is  better  than  to  own  a  gold 
mine.  It  is  the  old  adage  exemplified  :  “  If  age  but 
could  ;  if  youth  but  knew.” 

Steele’s  two  years’  management  of  the  Burdock  Route 
should  have  given  him  confidence,  but  his  bargain  with 
Rockervelt  showed  it  had  not  done  so.  If  he  had  been 
shrewd  enough  to  allow  Rockervelt  himself  to  name 
the  compensation  that  should  have  gone  with  his 
new  position,  he  would  have  made  a  much  better 
financial  deal  than  that  which  he  accomplished.  If  he 
had  then  added  a  little  shrewd  bargaining,  he  might  have 
bettered  himself  still  further,  but  John  Steele  had  endured 
an  early  life  of  poverty,  and  the  salary  he  now  received 
seemed  to  him  munificent. 

The  same  qualities  of  under-estimation  which  caused 
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Rockervelt  to  chuckle  with  satisfaction  at  a  sharp  bargain 
driven  interfered  with  the  young  man’s  success  as  new 
division  superintendent  of  the  Midland.  When  he 
was  duly  installed,  his  immediate  chief,  T.  Acton  Blair, 
quaked.  Blair  was  well  acquainted  with  the  ruthless¬ 
ness  of  Rockervelt,  and  he  trembled  for  his  own  posi¬ 
tion.  He  wondered  how  much  Rockervelt  knew.  Was 
he  aware  of  Blair’s  years  of  tyranny  over  the  capable 
Philip  Manson  ?  Did  he  know  how  nearly  the  premier 
train  of  the  road  had  come  to  being  wrecked  through 
the  incompetence  of  a  relative  of  his  own,  whom  he 
had  forced  into  the  train  dispatcher’s  office  in  spite 
of  the  protests  of  Philip  Manson  ?  Now  Manson  was 
gone  to  New  York,  promoted  to  a  position  of  greater 
power  and  influence  than  any  he  had  hitherto  held,  and 
instead  of  Blair  being  allowed  to  place  some  favourite 
in  the  vacant  office,  Rockervelt  himself  had  intervened 
to  appoint  the  very  man  who  had  saved  the  Pacific 
Express  :  a  man  whom  Blair  had  practically  dismissed 
two  years  before.  If  Blair  possessed,  as  Rockervelt 
alleged,  an  acute  brain  in  other  directions  than  that  of 
practical  railway  management,  this  brain  was  deeply 
perturbed  when  its  owner,  with  over-done  warmth, 
welcomed  the  new  division  superintendent  of  the  Mid¬ 
land  on  his  return  to  the  great  company.  Innocent  John 
Steele  accepted  this  cordiality  at  its  face  value,  and  his 
own  kind  heart  prompted  him  to  let  bygones  be  bygones, 
and  to  make  the  new  condition  of  things  as  pleasant  as 
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possible  for  his  nominal  chief.  At  first  this  bewildered 
Blair  ;  then  he  came  to  the  conclusion  it  was  merely 
deep  craft  on  the  part  of  the  young  man,  and  finally 
he  reached  the  fact  that  Steele  was  quite  honestly 
endeavouring  to  do  his  duty,  and  trying  to  please  his 
superiors,  a  fact  which  a  more  alert  mind  would  have 
assimilated  months  before.  When,  after  weeks  of  doubt 
and  fear,  Blair  at  last  realized  that  John  Steele  had  in 
reality  buried  the  tomahawk,  that  he  had  no  knife 
concealed  up  his  sleeve ;  that  he  was  honest,  straight¬ 
forward  and  capable  as  his  predecessor  had  been,  the 
general  manager  felt  like  a  man  who  had  been  taken 
advantage  of.  Instead  of  being  thankful  that  his  former 
fear  was  groundless,  his  resentment  burned  all  the 
brighter,  and  he  brought  his  genius  for  intrigue  into 
play,  determining  to  trip  up  the  young  man  on  the 
first  favourable  opportunity.  But  while  he  waited  for 
that  opportunity,  he  resumed  the  old  tactics  which  had 
been  so  successful  in  pushing  Philip  Manson  to  a  resigna¬ 
tion,  and  proceeded  to  make  John  Steele’s  place  as 
uncomfortable  for  him  as  possible.  There  is  no  tyranny 
like  the  tyranny  of  a  coward,  and  before  John  Steele 
had  been  six  months  in  his  new  position,  he  learned  what 
it  was  to  live  under  the  heel  of  a  despot. 

Nor  did  he  enjoy  the  consolation  which  must  have 
sustained  Philip  Manson,  who  possessed  the  enthusiastic 
loyalty  of  his  subordinates.  Manson  was  a  born  master, 
who  had  risen  step  by  step  into  the  position  of  division 
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superintendent.  Added  to  this,  he  was  quiet,  taciturn, 
and  unemotional.  John  Steele,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
the  embodiment  of  good-fellowship — talkative,  humorous, 
genial ;  who  believed  every  one  around  him  as  honest 
and  whole-hearted  as  himself.  But  there  were  those 
beneath  him  who  had  regarded  themselves  quite  properly 
in  the  line  of  promotion,  and  whose  ambitions  had  been 
stirred  when  it  became  known  that  Philip  Manson  was 
about  to  retire.  Then,  to  their  chagrin  and  dismay,  an 
outsider  was  chosen  for  the  place  who,  two  years  before, 
had  been  little  better  than  an  office  boy  among  them,  and 
their  friendliness  for  him  at  that  time  had  been  merely  a 
tribute  to  his  unfailing  good  nature,  his  willingness  to 
help.  This  universal  liking,  however,  was  perhaps  un¬ 
consciously  tinged  with  contempt.  Their  feeling  was 
rather  admiration  for  a  joyous  soul  than  respect  for  a 
young  fellow  of  talent.  No  one  had  an  inkling  of  Steele’s 
real  merit  except  Philip  Manson,  and  this  silent  man 
never  volunteered  information.  When  Blair  wished 
Manson  summarily  to  dismiss  Steele,  he  got  information 
he  had  not  expected  about  the  latter.  When  Rockervelt 
telegraphed  regarding  Manson’s  successor,  he  also  received 
information,  but  Manson  made  no  confidant  of  any  of 
his  subordinates,  and  perhaps  if  one  of  them  had  been 
shrewd  enough  to  guess  how  good  a  man  Steele  was,  that 
person  might  have  been  thought  worthy  of  the  recom¬ 
mendation  which  the  former  division  superintendent  had 
bestowed  upon  Steele. 
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When  an  insider  is  promoted,  he  not  only  steps  into 
the  vacant  place,  but  the  one  beneath  him  advances  to  the 
position  he  formerly  held,  and  so  it  goes  down  along  the 
line,  until  the  lowest  grade  is  reached.  Each  man  gets 
his  little  move  upward,  and  universal  joy  is  the  result. 
But  when  an  outsider  is  brought  in,  he  stops  the  move  as 
effectually  as  a  jammed  log  arrests  the  progress  of  all  the 
timber  further  up  the  stream.  Although  the  genial  John 
met  smiling  faces  among  his  subordinates,  there  was 
nevertheless  envy  and  hatred  behind  the  smiles.  Things 
began  to  go  wrong  ;  he  could  not  give  his  orders  explicitly 
enough  to  be  sure  that  they  would  be  understood.  He 
met  no  open  opposition,  but  the  most  annoying  things 
happened  in  spite  of  all  his  precautions.  A  little  harsh¬ 
ness  and  injustice  here  would  have  acted  as  a  tonic  upon 
the  whole  clan.  If  he  had  flung  out  of  the  office  the  first 
man  who  misapprehended  an  order,  whether  that  man 
were  guilty  or  not,  his  path  would  have  been  smoother 
from  that  time  forward  ;  but  here  his  own  proneness  to 
blame  himself  rather  than  to  censure  others  was  his  worst 
enemy,  and  the  office  became  honeycombed  with  negli¬ 
gence,  apathy,  incompetence,  and  sullen  insubordination. 
There  was  no  sympathy  to  be  expected  from  T.  Acton 
Blair  ;  in  fact,  the  stout  man  saw  with  secret  satisfaction 
that  the  division  superintendent  was  not  getting  on.  He 
would  condole  with  Rockervelt  on  this  regrettable  failure 
next  time  he  met  him,  instilling  the  poison  very  subtly, 
and  assuming  a  tone  of  deep  regret  and  disappointment. 
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Meanwhile,  his  whole  attitude  towards  the  young  man 
had  changed.  He  was  querulous  and  fault-finding  ;  he 
magnified  the  failures,  and  slighted  the  successes.  John 
Steele  found  himself  between  the  upper  and  nether  mill¬ 
stones  that  were  grinding  his  nerves  to  rags.  Day  and 
night  he  worked  like  a  Trojan  to  bring  the  necessary 
order  out  of  the  chaos  that  had  somehow  come  to  enshroud 
him,  and  underneath  was  the  gnawing  distrust  of  his  own 
endowment  properly  to  fill  the  place  to  which  he  had 
been  appointed.  He  was  working  to  the  very  limit  of 
his  powers,  and  preparing  for  himself  an  inevitable  break¬ 
down.  He  supplemented  every  one,  instead  of  making 
every  one  supplement  him.  It  never  occurred  to  him 
that  the  chaos  against  which  he  contended  was  deliberate, 
for  a  railway  business  differs  from  any  other  on  earth,  in 
that  carelessness  or  neglect  is  juggling  with  men’s  lives. 
A  mistake  comparatively  innocent  in  any  other  branch  of 
commercial  activity  may  mean  the  massacre  of  a  score  of 
men  and  women  on  a  railway.  Many  a  night  he  sat 
disconsolate  in  his  office  when  every  one  else  had  gone, 
and  yearned  for  half  an  hour’s  talk  with  Philip  Manson. 
The  whole  difficulty  was  not  one  which  he  could  commit 
to  writing,  and  even  if  he  attempted  that,  he  might  fail 
in  making  Manson  understand  the  situation ;  a  situation 
so  completely  the  reverse  of  that  which  had  obtained 
during  Manson’s  own  reign.  At  last  he  determined 
to  take  a  few  days  off,  visit  New  York,  and  consult 
with  his  former  chief.  This  brought  about  his  first 
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open  conflict  with  T.  Acton  Blair,  and  then  he  weakly 
succumbed. 

“  Mr.  Blair,”  he  said  one  day,  after  the  formal 
morning’s  interview  was  at  an  end,  u  I’m  going  to  take 
a  run  down  to  New  York.” 

a  Oh,  are  you  ?”  replied  Blair.  aFor  what  purpose, 
may  I  ask  ?  ” 

“  I  wish  to  talk  with  Philip  Manson.” 

“  About  what  r  ” 

“Well,  about  a  great  many  things;  about  the 
general  situation  here,  for  instance.” 

“  Offhand,  I  should  say  I  am  the  proper  person  to 
consult  on  such  a  subject,”  said  Blair,  with  some 
acidity. 

“  Of  course,”  replied  Steele,  mildly,  “  but  you  see, 
Manson  was  my  predecessor.  He  has  probably  been 
through  what  I  am  going  through  now,  and  I  should 
like  a  few  hints  from  him.” 

“  Who  is  to  fill  your  place  while  you  are  away  ?  ” 

“Johnson  could  do  that.” 

“  Do  you  think  he  is  competent  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  quite  competent.” 

“  Then  can  you  explain  why  Mr.  Rockervelt  put 
you  in  the  place  of  Manson,  if  Johnson  was  capable  of 
filling  it?” 

“You  had  better  ask  that  question  of  Mr.  Rocker¬ 
velt,”  suggested  Steele,  his  temper  rising. 

“  I  shall  certainly  do  so  if  you  leave  your  post.  You 
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are  either  necessary  here  or  you  are  not.  If  you  begin 
to  suspect  that  you  are  not  the  man  for  the  position 
then  you  should  resign.” 

“I  am  the  man  for  the  position,  Mr.  Blair;  still, 
even  the  best  of  men,  which  I  do  not  pretend  to  be, 
need  a  little  advice  now  and  then,  and  I  intend  to  seek 
it  from  Philip  Manson.” 

“  A  man  who  knows  his  business  neither  seeks  nor 
acts  on  advice.  If  you  go  to  New  York  you  go  in  spite 
of  my  prohibition,  and  I  shall  take  your  departure  as  an 
act  of  resignation,  and  proceed  accordingly.  I  am  either 
general  manager  of  this  road  or  I  am  not.” 

Now  this  latter  phrase  was  one  which  Blair  was 
exceedingly  fond  of  using,  and  it  had  done  duty  several 
times  during  Philip  Manson’s  regime ,  who  had  invariably 
shown  Mr.  Blair  in  exceedingly  few  words  that,  when  it 
came  to  the  point,  he  was  not  the  autocrat  he  pretended 
to  be.  Manson  would  have  made  an  excellent  poker- 
player.  He  could  have  been  beaten  by  better  cards, 
but  never  by  a  bluff,  and  Blair’s  pet  phrase  was  pure 
bluff. 

“  Oh,  very  well,”  said  John  Steele,  rising  and  leaving 
the  table,  while  his  opponent  raked  in  the  chips.  Steele 
did  not  know  he  had  reached  the  climax  where  a  deter¬ 
mined  answer  would  have  given  him  the  game,  nor  did 
he  realize  how  disastrous  was  his  defeat.  A  poltroon  is 
a  bad  man  to  run  away  from. 

John  Steele  retreated  to  his  own  room,  and  a  sweet 
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smile  overspread  the  chubby  face  of  the  corpulent  man 
he  had  left  victorious.  A  week  later  came  the  second 
encounter,  which,  although  it  carried  a  second  apparent 
defeat  for  John  Steele,  proved,  nevertheless,  to  be  the 
most  important  turning-point  of  his  life. 

The  division  superintendent  entered  the  general 
manager’s  room  with  a  telegram  in  his  hand.  Blair, 
looking  up,  noticed  the  agitation  of  his  manner,  and  the 
paleness  of  his  face. 

“  Mr.  Blair,  I  have  just  received  a  telegram  which 
says  that  my  uncle  is  dying.  I  wish  to  go  to  him,  and 
intend  to  leave  by  to-night’s  train.  He  lives  in  the 
north  of  Michigan.  I  have  therefore  come  to  let  you 
know  that  I  shall  be  absent  for  a  few  days.” 

Blair  continued  to  gaze  at  him  with  a  winning  smile 
on  his  cherubic  face. 

“  Would  it  not  be  a  simpler  matter,  Mr.  Steele,  if 
you  were  to  write  to  Philip  Manson,  and  ask  him  to 
take  a  trip  to  his  old  home  ?  You  are  a  member  of  his 
club,  I  understand,  and  could  quite  readily  hold  your 
conference  there  if  either  of  you  did  not  care  to  discuss 
the  state  of  affairs  in  this  office.” 

<c  I  don’t  understand  what  you  mean,  Mr.  Blair.” 

“  Oh  yes,  you  do.  The  dying  uncle  device,  or  the 
funeral  of  a  relative  device,  have  all  been  tried  upon  me 
before.  I  am  proof  against  such  schemes,  and  really, 
Mr.  Steele,  I  paid  you  the  compliment  of  believing  you 
to  be  more  original.” 
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“  Do  you  think  I  am  lying  to  you  ?  ”  asked  John, 
indignantly,  taking  a  step  nearer  the  general  manager’s 
table. 

“We  don’t  call  it  lying,  Mr.  Steele;  we  may  term 
it  diplomacy,  or  what  you  like.  A  week  ago  you 
requested  leave  of  absence  to  consult  Philip  Manson.  I 
refused  my  permission.  Now  you  come  to  me  with  the 
story  of  a  dying  relative.  I  am  bound  to  believe  you, 
although  I  made  a  friendly  suggestion  a  moment  since 
which  apparently  you  do  not  intend  to  accept,  so  we 
will  get  back  to  the  original  situation.  Your  uncle  is 
very  ill,  and  I  am  very  sorry.  There  are  doubtless  at 
this  moment  many  excellent  persons  in  extremity,  yet 
nevertheless  the  trains  of  the  Midland  must  run,  and 
even  if  Mr.  Rockervelt  or  myself  were  removed  to  a 
better  land,  not  a  wheel  would  cease  turning  on  our 
account.  Therefore,  hoping  you  will  accept  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  my  deep  sympathy,  which  I  hereby  tender 
to  you,  I  must  nevertheless  refuse  to  allow  the  office 
of  division  superintendent  to  remain  vacant  for  one 
hour.” 

“  But  this  is  the  only  relative  I  have  in  the  world,” 
protested  John,  earnestly.  “  Here  is  the  telegram  I  have 
received.  Read  it  for  yourself.” 

Mr.  Blair,  still  smiling,  waved  his  stout  hand  gently 
to  and  fro,  but  refused  even  to  glance  at  the  paper  laid 
before  him. 

“I  do  not  doubt  in  the  least  that  the  despatch  comes 
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from  Michigan.  I  can  even  guess  that  it  is  worded  in 
the  most  urgent  terms,  and  that  the  signature  is  perfectly 
genuine.  Nevertheless,  Mr.  Steele,  it  is  better  we  should 
understand  each  other.  As  I  told  you  a  week  ago,  if 
you  leave  your  position  without  my  permission,  you  will 
find  that  position  permanently  filled  on  your  return. 
This  is  a  free  country,  and  you  are  entitled  to  go  or 
stay  as  you  please.  If  you  hand  me  in  your  resignation, 
as  your  predecessor  did,  I  shall  say  to  you  as  I  said  to 
him,  i  Go,  and  prosperity  be  with  you,’  but  while  you 
are  a  member  of  my  staff,  you  are  under  my  orders.  Do 
I  make  myself  sufficiently  plain  ?  ” 

aYes,  you  do,”  replied  John  Steele,  picking  up  his 
telegram  and  leaving  the  room. 

Once  more  at  his  own  desk  he  sat  there  for  a  long 
time  with  his  head  in  his  hands.  At  first  it  was  his 
determination  to  resign  forthwith.  The  situation  was 
growing  as  intolerable  for  him  as  it  had  been  for  his 
predecessor,  but  the  longer  he  thought  over  what  had 
happened  the  more  he  realized  the  impossibility  of  sur¬ 
render.  If  he  resigned  now,  he  left  the  Rockervelt 
system  a  failure.  He  would  be  compelled  to  begin  at 
the  foot  of  the  ladder  again,  handicapped  by  practical 
dismissal ;  to  strive  as  an  unsuccessful  man,  his  years  of 
experience  counting  for  nothing.  But  even  if  that  con¬ 
sideration  did  not  harden  his  resolution  to  remain  where 
he  was,  the  thought  of  his  uncle  would  alone  have  been 
sufficient  to  turn  the  balance.  Bitterly  he  accused  himself 
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of  his  neglect  of  the  old  man  who,  as  he  had  just  said, 
was  his  only  relative  on  earth.  While  he  was  escaping 
from  the  hopeless  poverty  in  which  they  had  both  lived, 
the  struggle  for  existence  had  become  so  interesting  that 
it  had  obliterated  the  fact  that  Dugald  Steele  was  still 
where  he  had  left  him,  and  not  a  penny  of  money  had 
the  young  man  ever  forwarded  to  him.  Up  to  the  time 
his  salary  was  made  fifty  dollars  a  week  he  had  not  only 
saved  no  money  but  had  run  into  debt.  These  obliga¬ 
tions  were  now  liquidated,  and  he  had  a  few  hundreds 
in  the  bank  ;  the  nucleus,  he  hoped,  of  more  to  follow. 
The  old  man  had  brought  him  up,  after  a  fashion,  allow¬ 
ing  him  to  go  to  school  during  the  winter  months,  but 
every  waking  hour  the  uncle  forced  the  nephew  to  work 
almost  beyond  the  limit  of  his  youthful  powers,  and  at 
last  had  driven  him  forth  with  blows  and  cursings  during 
one  of  those  periodical  fits  of  temper  which  had  made 
Dugald  Steele  a  terror  to  the  neighbourhood.  One  letter, 
indeed,  John  had  written  to  his  old  home,  when  he  got 
his  situation  at  Hitchen’s  Siding,  but  that  had  remained 
unanswered,  and  he  had  taken  it  for  granted  that  his 
uncle’s  anger  was  permanent.  Nevertheless,  the  telegram 
showed  that  the  uncle  had  kept  the  letter,  or  remembered 
the  address,  for  the  despatch  had  been  sent  to  Hitchen’s 
Siding,  and  from  there  forwarded  to  John  Steele’s  office 
in  Warmington. 

However,  there  was  little  profit  in  bemoaning  a 
state  of  things  he  could  not  remedy.  It  was  certain 
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that  Blair  would  carry  out  his  threat,  if  Steele  left  his 
place  without  permission,  so  there  was  nothing  for  it  but 
to  sit  tight. 

With  a  deep  sigh  the  young  man  pulled  himself 
together,  drew  toward  him  a  sheet  of  paper,  and  wrote 
a  letter  that  proved  to  be  more  important  than  its  word¬ 
ing  would  have  led  a  casual  reader  to  suspect. 


CHAPTER  V 


A  FAVOURITE  OF  FORTUNE 

Dugald  Steele  cordially  hated  his  neighbours,  and 
evinced  little  hesitation  in  telling  them  so,  whenever 
opportunity  offered.  He  lived  apparently  in  the  depths 
of  extreme  poverty,  occupying  a  dilapidated  wooden, 
unpainted  house  at  the  northern  outskirts  of  the  village 
of  Stumpville,  Michigan.  He  kept  no  servant,  but 
cooked  his  own  meals,  and  if  any  trespassers  dared  to 
set  foot  on  his  property,  he  threatened  them  with  a 
shotgun.  He  was  a  cantankerous,  crabbed  old  Scots¬ 
man,  snarling  like  an  unowned  dog,  and  going  about  in 
shabbier  clothes  than  the  most  ragged  tramp  that  had 
ever  honoured  Stumpville  with  his  fleeting  presence. 

Dugald  and  his  younger  brother  Neil,  the  latter  then 
newly  married,  came  out  of  the  highlands  of  Scotland 
to  the  lowlands  of  Michigan.  It  was  not  that  the  life 
in  the  American  backwoods  was  harder  than  life  in  the 
northern  part  of  Scotland,  but  the  hardships  were 
different,  and  they  affected  the  health  of  the  young  wife  ; 
she  died  because  of  a  falling  tree — a  tree  she  had  never 
seen,  and  whose  final  crash  she  had  not  heard.  Her 
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husband  was  felling  oaks  in  the  forest,  and  one  of  them 
lodged  in  the  branches  of  another,  resting  there  at  an 
angle  of  forty-five  degrees.  Neil,  unaccustomed  to 
forestry  in  its  gigantic  American  form,  not  knowing 
the  danger  he  ran,  set  himself  to  chop  down  the 
impediment,  when  the  half-fallen  tree  suddenly  com¬ 
pleted  its  descent  and  crushed  him,  face  downward 
and  lifeless,  into  the  forest  mould.  To  the  elder  brother 
fell  the  grim  task  of  chopping  through  the  fallen  timber 
and  rolling  the  log  from  off  the  dead  man.  The  wife 
died  from  the  shock,  and  their  little  boy  was  left  to  the 
care  of  his  taciturn  uncle. 

No  one  is  alive  who  knew  Dugald  Steele  in  his 
youth,  and  so  none  can  tell  what  early  experiences 
may  have  warped  his  character.  Perhaps  the  stinging- 
poverty  of  those  days  gave  him  an  exaggerated  idea  of 
the  necessity  of  hoarding  money  ;  perhaps  the  tragic 
death  of  his  brother,  whose  rude  coffin  he  made  with 
his  own  hands  from  slabs  of  the  tree  that  killed  him, 
crushed  out  his  natural  affections  instead  of  ripening 
them  ;  but,  be  that  as  it  may,  he  was,  during  the  latter 
part  of  his  life,  a  hard  man,  whom  no  tale  of  pathos 
could  move  into  the  expenditure  of  a  penny  ;  a  gnarled, 
cross-grained,  twisted  specimen  of  humanity  from  whom 
all  emotion,  except  that  of  hatred,  seemed  to  have 
departed. 

When  he  died  a  will  was  found  leaving  all  his 
property  to  a  neighbouring  town  simply,  as  he  said  in 
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the  document,  written  by  his  own  hand  to  save  a 
lawyer’s  fee,  that  he  might  wreak  posthumous  revenge 
upon  his  neighbours,  who  would  understand,  now  that 
it  was  too  late,  what  they  had  missed  by  not  being 
decent  to  him.  But  this  will  was  invalidated  by  a 
later  one,  which  shows  how  a  man  with  a  kind  heart 
may  sometimes  do  well  for  himself  when  he  little 
understands  what  he  is  about. 

Nemesis  comes  to  all  of  us,  and  it  is  strange  that 
it  should  have  rested  on  old  Dugald,  as  the  result  of  the 
hard,  honest  work  in  his  young  days.  Seeing  no  smoke 
from  his  chimney,  a  kindly  woman  neighbour,  with 
fear  and  trembling,  penetrated  to  his  dwelling,  and 
found  him  knotted  on  the  floor  with  rheumatism, 
snarling  and  waspish  as  ever,  but  helpless.  The  woman 
ran  for  assistance,  and  he  was  lifted  into  his  bed,  where 
he  lay  when  the  doctor  came,  while  the  old  man 
protested  that  he  had  no  money  to  pay  him,  and  would 
not  pay  him  if  he  had.  The  doctor,  however,  did  the 
best  he  could  for  him,  and  told  the  neighbours  that  the 
old  man  was  stricken  with  his  last  illness,  which  indeed 
proved  to  be  the  case.  The  doctor  said  tcvhis  patient 
that  if  he  had  any  relatives  he  wished  to  see  he  had 
better  send  for  them,  offering  to  write  if  the  old  man 
gave  him  an  address.  All  his  life  Dugald  Steele  had 
distrusted  medical  advice,  but  it  is  likely  that  on  this 
occasion  something  within  him  corroborated  the  verdict 
which  had  been  passed  upon  him.  He  lay  there  for 


58  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

a  long  time  in  silence,  the  doctor  waiting,  and  at  last 
said,  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  that  he  would  like  his  nephew 
to  know  he  was  ill,  giving  the  address  as  John  Steele, 
Hitchen’s  Siding ;  but,  he  added,  with  a  return  of 
his  cantankerousness,  that  the  doctor  was  to  tell  his 
nephew  he  need  not  come  unless  he  wanted  to.  The 
doctor  at  his  own  cost  sent  a  telegram,  and  late  that 
night  received  a  long  answering  dispatch  from  John 
Steele  which  deplored  the  impossibility  of  the  sender’s 
going  to  Stumpville  at  that  time,  begged  that  no  expense 
should  be  spared  in  getting  the  old  man  what  comforts 
he  needed,  and  concluded  by  saying  that  a  cheque  for  a 
hundred  dollars  had  been  posted  to  the  physician  for  the 
purpose  indicated. 

The  young  man  knew  his  uncle  well  enough  to  be 
aware  that  if  he  sent  the  money  direct  to  him,  that 
miserly  person  would  hoard  it,  rather  than  spend  a  penny 
on  whatever  necessities  he  required.  He  also  knew  the 
delight  his  uncle  experienced  in  handling  money,  so 
when  he  sent  the  letter  he  enclosed  two  crisp  new 
ten-dollar  bills. 

“  My  dear  Uncle  ”  (he  wrote), 

“  I  am  deeply  grieved  to  hear  from  the 
doctor  of  your  illness,  and  sincerely  hope  it  is  not  serious. 

I  would  come  to  you  at  once  if  I  could,  but,  alas,  there 
is  over  me  a  severe  taskmaster  who  refuses  me  even  a 
day’s  leave,  yet  my  position  here  is  so  good  that  I  dare 
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not  jeopardize  it  by  absenting  myself  without  permission, 
for  if  I  lose  my  job  I  lose  also  the  chance  of  assisting 
you.  Please  accept  the  twenty  dollars  which  I  send  you, 
and  get  for  yourself  whatever  you  may  need.  Procure 
the  best  physician  in  the  place,  and  a  nurse.  I  will  send 
you  more  money  right  along,  and  if  it  is  not  enough, 
refer  creditors  to  my  employers,  and  they  will,  I  think, 
guarantee  that  I  can  pay  any  debt  you  may  incur. 
Please  do  not  stint  yourself,  but  order  what  you  want, 
or  whatever  the  physician  thinks  you  should  have,  and 
do  not  imagine  that  the  spending  of  money  will  leave 
me  short,  for  I  have  several  hundred  dollars  in  a  bank, 
and  will  send  it  to  you  as  you  require  it.  So,  dear 
uncle,  keep  up  a  good  heart  and  take  every  care  of 
yourself. 

“Your  loving  Nephew.” 

The  woman  sitting  at  the  bed-head  read  this  letter  to 
the  old  man,  wondering  if  he  was  paying  attention,  for 
his  eyes  were  closed.  Presently  she  saw  a  tear  trickle 
down  his  withered  cheek,  and  she  thought  his  heart  was 
softening,  but  the  first  remark  he  made  did  not  seem  to 
verify  that  conclusion. 

“  Give  me  the  money,”  he  demanded,  in  a  harsh 
whisper. 

The  notes  were  handed  to  him,  and  his  long,  yellow 
fingers,  like  talons,  closed  avariciously  upon  them  ;  linger¬ 
ingly  dwelling  on  their  smooth  texture,  thumb  and  finger 
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rubbed  them  up  and  down.  His  next  remark  was  more 
encouraging. 

“Read  the  letter  again,”  he  said,  and  the  woman  did 
so,  although  anger  was  in  her  heart  that  affection  should 
be  wasted  upon  one  so  unworthy.  There  was  a  long 
silence  after  she  had  finished  the  second  reading,  and  at 
last  she  asked  him — 

“  Shall  I  send  for  another  doctor  r  ” 

“  No,”  growled  the  old  man,  “  doctors  can  do  me  no 
good.  Go  and  tell  Lawyer  Strathmore  I  want  to  see 
him.  Tell  him  I  have  just  received  twenty  dollars,  else 
he  won’t  come.” 

The  lawyer  came  on  the  strength  of  the  woman’s 
assurance  that  the  money  had  arrived,  and  on  his  return 
to  his  office  his  partner  said — 

“Well,  what  struck  the  old  Highlander?  Wanted 
to  make  his  will,  I  suppose.  I  hope  he  hasn’t  left  his 
ancient  suit  of  clothes  to  me.” 

“  Oh,  he’s  gone  clean  crazy,”  replied  Strathmore, 
“  but  I  secured  ten  dollars  all  right  enough,  so  it  doesn’t 
matter.  He  seems  to  think  he  owns  Michigan.  Two 
hundred  thousand  dollars  Michigan  Central  Railway  stock 
are  deposited  in  the  vaults  of  the  Wayne  County  Savings 
Bank.  Seventy-nine  thousand  dollars  Northern  Pacific 
stock  deposited  somewhere  else.  Cash  in  the  bank  over 
thirty  thousand  dollars — all  in  all,  amounting  to  some- 
thing  like  three  hundred  thousand  dollars,  which  is  left  to  a 
nephew  of  his,  a  railwayman  on  the  Manateau  Midland.” 
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“  By  Jove,  Strathmore,”  cried  the  partner,  who  had 
been  a  newspaper  man  in  his  youth,  and  saw  a  sensation 
in  this,  u  I  wouldn’t  take  my  oath  that  it  isn’t  all  right. 
He’s  just  the  sort  of  a  dilapidated  old  miser  who  would 
turn  out  to  be  a  rich  man.” 

“  Impossible,”  said  Strathmore. 

“  Improbable,  perhaps,  but  a  telegram  to  Detroit 
would  soon  let  us  know.” 

And  it  did  let  them  know.  The  inhabitants  of 
Stumpville  learned 'next  morning  that  an  old  man  had 
died  in  one  of  their  most  ruinous  shanties  who  could 

I  •  — 

have  bought  and  sold  each  of  them,  and  all  of  them 
combined. 

When  the  telegram  came  announcing  his  uncle’s 
death  John  Steele  rose  from  his  desk,  locked  the  door,  and 
paced  up  and  down  the  room  with  bent  head.  He  had 
not  expected  this  outcome,  for,  although  his  uncle  was 
old,  he  had  weathered  so  many  gales,  it  had  not  occurred 
to  the  young  man  that  there  must  come  one  storm  which 
would  lay  the  gnarled  old  oak  level  with  the  ground. 
Unavailingly  did  he  regret  that  a  consideration  for  his 
own  position  had  kept  him  from  the  bedside.  With  a 
sigh  he  stopped  his  walk,  pulled  himself  together,  sat 
down  at  his  desk,  and  wrote  a  brief  note  to  Blair,  saying 
he  had  just  received  a  telegram  informing  him  of  the 
death  of  his  uncle  ;  that  he  intended  to  start  by  the  next 
train  for  Michigan,  and  would  put  Johnson  temporarily 
in  his  place.  He  might  be  gone  as  long  as  three 
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days,  but  anything  addressed  to  Stumpville  would  find 
him.  Pinning  the  telegram  to  this,  and  folding  up  the 
documents,  he  sealed  them  into  an  envelope  addressed  to 
T.  Acton  Blair,  and  sent  the  letter  by  a  messenger  to  the 
general  manager’s  room.  He  knew  that  official  was  in 
his  office,  but  until  the  time  John  took  his  train  there 
came  no  response  to  his  note.  He  called  in  Johnson, 
and  briefly  placed  him  in  transient  command.  The 
young  man  received  his  appointment  with  a  smug  satis¬ 
faction  that  he  found  it  impossible  quite  to  conceal,  and 
although  his  departing  chief  noticed  this,  he  made  no 
comment  upon  it. 

During  his  journey  to  Stumpville  John  Steele  medi¬ 
tated  upon  his  plan  of  campaign.  The  sense  of  injustice 
he  had  felt  ever  since  Blair  refused  him  permission  to 
visit  his  uncle  was  now  crystallized  into  a  determination 
to  use  the  iron  gauntlet  rather  than  the  velvet  glove  in 
future.  Naturally  he  was  of  a  conciliatory  disposition, 
but  the  exercise  of  forbearance  had  resulted  in  failure 
and  disorganization.  The  next  move  lay  with  the 
general  manager.  If  Blair  persisted  in  dismissing  him, 
he  would  appeal  to  Caesar,  for  Caesar  himself  had  placed 
him  in  the  position  he  held. 

Arriving  at  Stumpville,  he  went  direct  to  the  telegraph 
office,  and  found  awaiting  him  a  dispatch  which,  he  was 
well  aware  without  opening  it,  came  from  the  general 
manager  ;  no  one  else  knew  his  address.  The  fact  that 
he  telegraphed  instead  of  sending  a  messenger  to  his 
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room  in  the  same  building,  which  he  had  had  ample 
time  to  do,  seemed  to  Steele  the  first  sign  of  weakness. 
Blair  wished  to  settle  this  matter  at  long  range.  Tearing 
open  the  envelope  he  read — 

“  I  am  amazed  that  you  should  have  left  your  post 
without  at  least  personal  consultation  with  me.  I  have 
made  your  appointment  of  Johnson  permanent,  but  will 
hold  his  former  office  open  for  you  unless  you  decline  to 
accept  it.” 

Steele  smiled  grimly  as  he  read  these  words.  They 
showed  that  Blair  had  not  the  courage  definitely  to 
dismiss  him.  The  general  manager  was  afraid  to  burn 
his  bridges  behind  him,  hoping  possibly  that  Steele  would 
telegraph  his  resignation  or  his  indignant  refusal  of  the 
subordinate  position. 

Before  leaving  the  city,  John  Steele  had  withdrawn 
from  the  bank  several  hundred  dollars  in  order  that  he 
might  pay  any  debts  his  uncle  had  contracted,  and  in 
order  also  that  his  funeral  should  be  as  imposing  as  if 
the  old  man  had  been  the  leading  citizen  of  the  place. 
Then,  to  his  amazement,  he  learned  that  Dugald  Steele 
had  made  him  comparatively  a  rich  man,  but  this  inde¬ 
pendence  made  no  difference  in  Steele’s  projects  for  the 
future.  He  liked  work  for  its  own  sake,  and  he  was  par¬ 
ticularly  attached  to  the  duty  which  chance  and  good 
fortune  had  assigned  to  him.  He  was  not  going  to  allow 
that  task  to  be  interfered  with  by  a  pompous  wind¬ 
bag  like  T.  Acton  Blair,  and  much  less  so  by  a  gang  of 
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undisciplined  subordinates,  who  needed  to  hear  the  crack 
of  the  whip  over  their  heads. 

On  the  journey  back  to  the  city,  however,  a  germ 
of  thought  formed  in  his  mind,  for  the  present  to  lie 
dormant,  but  in  the  future  to  develop  into  marvellous 
things,  watered  by  circumstance  ;  fertilized  by  disaster. 
Pondering  on  the  strange,  almost  repulsive  character  of 
the  old  miser  who  was  gone,  it  occurred  to  John  Steele 
that  mere  hoarding  could  never  have  produced  the  sum 
of  money  he  had  accumulated.  In  his  uncle’s  mental 
equipment  there  must  have  been  a  shrewd  understanding 
of  the  world’s  affairs,  of  which  he  secretly  took  advan¬ 
tage  to  his  own  enrichment.  Quite  unsuspected  by  his 
neighbours  this  recluse  had  played  a  game  of  finance  that 
proved  marvellously  successful.  This  could  not  have 
been  done  in  Stumpville.  Dugald  Steele  had  evidently 
worked  through  a  broker  in  some  large  city,  and  John 
Steele  began  to  wonder  if  he,  too,  had  inherited  this 
seventh  sense  of  money-making  which  has  produced 
those  bulky  unearned  fortunes  for  which  America  is  cele¬ 
brated  or  notorious. 

John  resolved  to  watch  the  markets  in  the  future 
and  learn  some  of  the  rules  of  the  game  ;  then  he  would 
venture  in  a  small  way,  so  that  it  did  not  matter  whether 
he  won  or  lost,  and  thus  put  his  suspected  hereditary 
abilities  to  the  test.  He  was  very  sure  from  what  he 
remembered  of  his  uncle  that  the  cautious  old  man  had 
never  plunged  blindly  into  speculation.  Unless  he  was 
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very  much  mistaken,  there  had  been  nothing  of  the 
gambler  about  Dugald  Steele.  He  surely  amassed  his 
wealth  because  of  a  well-informed  belief  in  the  continued 
progress  of  his  adopted  country,  placing  his  money  here 
and  there  where  he  believed  it  would  secure  the  advantage 
of  a  rise  in  values.  Thus  the  glow  lamp  of  sweet  reason¬ 
ableness  shed  its  mild  rays  upon  the  entrance  of  a  path 
new  to  John  Steele  ;  a  path  which  offered  alluring  vistas, 
but  led  into  a  wild  and  dangerous  country — the  path  of 
speculation. 

When  Steele  opened  the  door  of  the  division  super¬ 
intendent’s  room,  Johnson,  seated  in  the  division  super¬ 
intendent’s  chair,  whirled  round  abruptly  with  the  frown 
of  high  authority  on  his  brow,  apparently  annoyed  that 
any  one  should  have  taken  the  liberty  of  entering  without 
knocking. 

“  Ah,  Steele,  it’s  you,  is  it  r  ”  cried  Johnson  airily, 
neglecting  to  prefix  the  word  “  Mr.”  which  he  would 
have  used  a  week  before.  “  How-d’e-do,  how-d’e-do  r 
When  did  you  get  back  ?  ” 

“My  train  arrived  just  three  minutes  ago,”  replied 
John  Steele,  calmly. 

He  closed  the  door  behind  him,  and  stood  there, 
while  Johnson  remained  seated,  palpably  uneasy, 
evidently  determined  to  carry  off  the  situation  with  an 
air  of  bonhomie.  Mentally  he  had  no  doubt  rehearsed 
it  several  times  during  the  past  few  days,  but  the  man 
now  confronting  him  was  not  the  anxious,  worried 
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individual  who  had  left  the  chair  he  continued  to 
sit  in,  or  the  genial,  good-humoured  youth  of  former 
years.  For  the  first  time  in  their  intercourse  Johnson 
saw  before  him  the  stern  demeanour  of  one  in  authority, 
and  inwardly  he  quaked,  though  outwardly  he  en¬ 
deavoured  to  maintain  the  guise  of  airy  indifference  which 
appeared  fitting  for  the  encounter. 

“  You  received  Mr.  Blair’s  telegram,  I  suppose  ?  ”  said 
Johnson  at  last,  becoming  more  and  more  embarrassed  by 
the  frigid  silence.  Somehow  the  crisis  was  not  evolving 
exactly  as  he  had  pictured  it.  He  was  de  facto  division 
superintendent,  yet  somehow  this  new,  quiet  man  before 
him  did  not  appear  to  recognize  his  elevation. 

“  Everything  has  gone  right  since  I  left,  I  take  it  ; 
otherwise  I  should  have  heard  from  you,”  remarked 
Steele,  ignoring  the  question  just  put  to  him. 

“Oh  yes,”  said  Johnson,  “everything  has  gone 
smoothly.  Look  here,  Steele,”  cried  Johnson,  in  a  burst 
of  candour,  “  why  didn’t  you  reply  to  the  old  man’s  tele¬ 
gram  ?  You  know  how  touchy  he  is  on  questions  of 
discipline.  He  very  generously  offered  you  the  position 
I  held,  and  you  didn’t  even  take  the  trouble  to  acknow¬ 
ledge  his  kindness.  I  can  assure  you,  John,  it  has  been 
all  I  could  do  to  keep  the  old  man  from  promoting 
Carruthers  into  my  place,  but  I  succeeded  in  persuading 
Mr.  Blair  to  take  no  further  steps  until  you  returned.  I 
said  I  was  sure  you  would  have  some  satisfactory 
explanation  to  offer.” 
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“You  were  quite  right;  I  have.  And  now,  Mr. 
Johnson,  you  will  reap  the  reward  of  your  own  kindness. 
The  place  you  have  so  generously  kept  open  for  me  I  take 
pleasure  in  bestowing  upon  you  ;  but  in  return  for  the 
counsel  you  have  been  good  enough  to  give  me,  I  warn 
you  that  unless  I  get  a  little  better  service  than  has  been 
rendered  for  some  months  past,  you  will  not  hold  the 
position.” 

Johnson  threw  back  his  head  and  laughed  loudly. 

“  Steele,  my  dear  boy,  that’s  a  good  bluff,  but  it  won’t 
work.  I  have  been  made  division  superintendent  by  the 
general  manager  of  this  road.  Mr.  Blair  and  myself  have 
both  been  very  patient  over  your  unauthorized  desertion 
of  your  post,  but  I  tell  you  frankly  that  my  patience 
is  at  an  end.  I  offer  you  the  position  which  I  formerly 
held.  If  you  do  not  at  once  accept  it,  I  shall  call  Car- 
ruthers  in  and  give  him  the  vacant  place.” 

“  Do,”  said  John  Steele. 

Johnson’s  hand  hovered  over  the  electric  button,  but 
he  forbore  to  press  it,  looking  anxiously  towards  the  im¬ 
passive  man  who  had  made  such  a  curt  reply  to  his  threat. 

“  I  dislike  exceedingly  to  call  Carruthers.  I  want  to 
give  you  every  chance,  Steele.” 

aThat  is  very  good  of  you,  but  don’t  hesitate  on  my 
account.  I  may  say,  however,  that  if  you  touch  that 
button,  or  issue  any  further  orders  in  this  room,  you  will 
automatically  have  dismissed  yourself  from  the  service  of 
the  Midland  Road.” 
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“Oh,  that’s  it,  is  it?  You’re  going  to  show  fight, 
are  you  ?  I’ll  very  quickly  convince  you  that  you  haven’t 
the  slightest  chance  of  winning.  I  have  behind  me  the 
general  manager  of  this  road,  and  he  has  the  owners  of 
the  system  behind  him.  If  you  bring  on  an  unnecessary 
contest,  in  which  you  have  no  possibility  of  victory,  I 
shall  then  not  allow  you  to  be  employed  on  this  line,  even 
in  the  meanest  capacity.” 

“  I  quite  understand,  Mr.  Johnson,  that  either  you  or 
I  must  leave.  Now,  press  the  button,  and  make  your 
promotion  without  further  talk.” 

All  this  time  Johnson’s  hand  had  been  hesitating  over 
the  ivory  knob.  It  trembled  slightly,  but  at  last  it  took 
the  plunge,  and  made  the  signal.  Presently  there  came 
a  knock  at  the  door,  and  James  Carruthers  entered, 
glancing  uncertainly  from  Steele  to  Johnson,  apparently 
undecided  whom  he  should  first  address.  Johnson’s  voice 
was  extremely  urbane,  and  it  brought  joy  to  the  heart  of 
his  former  colleague. 

“  Carruthers,”  he  said,  “  you  will  now  take  my 
place  in  the  other  room,  and  with  your  new  position 
I  am  happy  to  say  there  will  be  an  addition  to  your 
salary.” 

“  Thank  you,  Mr.  Johnson,”  replied  Carruthers, 
very  humbly,  meanwhile  glancing  timidly  at  the  silent 
man  standing  there.  Perhaps  James  Carruthers  would 
have  been  more  certain  of  his  promotion  had  John  Steele 
made  the  announcement. 
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The  latter’s  kind  heart  was  not  proof  against  this 
mute  appeal,  and  a  smile  came  to  his  lips  as  he  said — 

“  Have  no  fear,  Carruthers.  It  gives  me  great 
pleasure  to  sanction  your  appointment.  Now,  just  step 
around  to  Mr.  Blair’s  room,  and  ask  him  to  come  here 
for  a  moment.” 

a  You  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort,  Carruthers,”  cried 
Johnson  truculently,  springing  to  his  feet  with  clenched 
fist.  It  was  neck  or  nothing  now,  and  he  knew  it.  “  I 
am  division  superintendent,  and  in  this  room  you  take 
orders  from  no  one  but  me.” 

Poor  Carruthers  stood  with  his  hand  on  the  door 
knob,  wishing  himself  safely  back  in  his  own  room, 
while  Johnson  took  a  determined  step  towards  him, 
seeing  the  youth’s  hesitation,  and  resolved  to  overcome 
it  in  his  own  favour.  Then  a  quite  unimportant  incident 
happened  which  caused  him  to  face  the  other  way,  and 
to  feel  that  somehow  he  had  lost  a  point  in  the  game. 
Without  any  hurry  John  Steele  had  seated  himself  in 
the  division  superintendent’s  chair.  Steele,  momentarily 
ignoring  both  commander  and  commanded,  rang  a  bell 
at  the  private  telephone  which  communicated  with  the 
general  manager’s  room,  and  placed  the  receiver  at  his 
ear. 

“  Is  that  you,  Mr.  Blair  ?  This  is  John  Steele.  I 
have  just  returned,  and  I  want  you  to  step  round  to  my 
room,  as  I  wish  to  make  a  rather  important  com¬ 
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There  was  a  momentary  pause,  and  so  intensely  still 
did  the  room  become  that  the  two  men  standing  there 
looking  at  John  Steele  could  hear  the  indefinite  murmur 
of  the  voice  coming  over  the  telephone. 

“  No,”  said  Steele,  firmly,  “  the  conference  must  take 
place  in  this  room,  and  it  must  take  place  now.  Other¬ 
wise  the  complaint  I  have  to  make  against  you  will  go 
by  telegraph  direct  to  Mr.  Rockervelt,  and  I  shall  leave 
by  to-night’s  train  for  New  York.” 

Again  there  was  a  pause,  and  a  ghostly  suggestion  of 
a  whisper.  Then  Steele  said — 

“  Oh,  I  am  not  on  the  war-path  at  all.  In  fact,  such 
is  my  deep  respect  for  yourself  that  it  rests  entirely  with 
you  to  say  whether  there  will  be  a  war-path  or  not. 
Personally  I  see  no  necessity  for  it.  Just  step  round, 
and  we’ll  talk  it  over  in  the  most  amicable  way.  Yes, 
Johnson’s  here.” 

With  that  Steele  hung  up  his  receiver,  swung  round 
on  the  swivel  chair,  the  usual  winning  smile  on  his  lips 
as  he  met  the  gaze  of  two  very  anxious  young  men. 
His  voice,  however,  was  sharp  enough  when  he  spoke. 

u  Carruthers,  clear  out ;  ”  whereupon  Carruthers 
opened  the  door  and  disappeared  as  if  by  magic. 

“  Johnson,  sit  down.  You  are  just  about  to  learn  a 
lesson  on  the  value  of  all  this  backing  of  which  you  have 
been  boasting.” 

Before  Johnson  could  either  accede  to  the  request  or 
disobey  it  the  door  opened  and  the  stout  gentleman 
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entered.  There  was  a  severe  frown  on  his  brow 
intended  to  denote  resolute  strength,  but  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  uncertainty  in  his  lower  face  which  hinted  at 
weakness. 

Steele  waved  his  hand  amiably  towards  a  deep 
leather-covered  easy-chair,  and  into  its  luxurious  folds 
the  fat  man  sank,  drawing  forth  a  handkerchief,  which 
he  passed  across  his  brow,  and  somehow  the  action 
appeared  to  obliterate  the  frown. 

“  You  said  in  your  telegram,  Mr.  Blair,  that  I  was  in 
fault  because  I  left  without  personally  consulting  with 
you,  but  I  think  you  will  forgive  my  error  when  you 
remember  that,  having  applied  for  permission  to  leave 
when  my  uncle  was  dying,  and  being  refused,  it  would 
have  been  futile  for  me  to  appear  before  you  with  proof 
of  his  death  and  a  further  request  for  leave  of  absence. 
You  would  have  been  bound  in  consistency  to  refuse, 
while  I  was  equally  determined  to  attend  my  uncle’s 
funeral.  If  you  disbelieved  my  words  when  I  told  you 
he  was  dying,  you  could  not  have  so  stultified  yourself  as 
to  credit  the  news  of  his  death.” 

“I  did  not  disbelieve  your  word,”  protested  Blair, 
timorously. 

“  I  understood  you  to  do  so.  If  you  did  not,  then 
your  action  was  at  once  cruel  and  tyrannical.  However, 
that  is  past  and  done  with,  so  we  will  say  no  more  about 
it,  unless  you  choose  that  it  should  come  up  later  on. 
Now,  I  may  inform  you  that  my  late  uncle  has  left  me 
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a  legacy  that  approximates  three  hundred  thousand 
dollars.  As  the  interest  on  this,  even  at  one  per  cent., 
is  more  than  I  receive  as  division  superintendent  of  the 
Midland,  you  will  easily  understand  that  I  do  not  retain 
my  position  merely  from  mercenary  motives.  I  am 
to-day  in  a  position  of  independence  which  makes  the 
outcome  of  any  struggle  we  may  engage  in  a  matter  of 
perfect  indifference  to  me.” 

“  I  am  happy,”  said  Blair,  again  mopping  his  brow, 
“  to  be  the  first  of  your  old  colleagues  to  congratulate 
you  on  your  improved  prospects.  John  Jacob  Astor 
once  said  that  a  poor  man  with  a  hundred  thousand 
dollars  might  make  a  fortune  in  this  country.  Although 
times  have  changed  since  then,  still,  a  poor  man  with 
three  times  that  amount  has  numerous  opportunities 
denied  to  more  poverty-stricken  individuals.  As  for  the 
struggle  you  speak  of,  I  really  see  nothing  on  earth  that 
either  of  us  would  gain  by  engaging  in  it.” 

“  I  am  quite  at  one  with  you  there,  sir,  and  indeed 
you  will  find  me  the  least  belligerent  of  individuals  if  I 
but  get  my  own  way,  which  I  intend  to  insist  on 
hereafter,  so  far  as  my  immediate  department  is  con¬ 
cerned.  While  I  have  no  fear  of  the  struggle  I  suggested, 
neither  have  I  any  desire  to  engage  in  it.  You  see, 
Mr.  Blair,  you  would  be  too  severely  handicapped  from 
the  start  to  give  you  a  chance.  Your  task  would  be  to 
show  that  Mr.  Rockervelt  is  a  fool,  while  all  I  should 
need  to  do  would  be  to  prove  that  he  is  the  wisest  of 
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men.  You  are  too  shrewd  a  judge  of  human  nature  to 
doubt  the  outcome  of  such  a  contest.  Mr.  Rockervelt 
prides  himself  on  two  things.  First,  the  unerringness  of 
his  judgment  regarding  men  ;  second,  the  excellence  of 
his  various  roads,  and  he  reaches  the  second  by  means 
of  the  first.  Now,  he  placed  me  in  this  chair.  If  he 
had  wished  you  to  choose  the  occupant,  he  would  have 
delegated  that  duty  to  you.  If  he  had  desired  the 
estimable  Mr.  Johnson  here,  he  would  not  have  had 
the  slightest  hesitation  in  enlisting  Mr.  Johnson’s  co¬ 
operation.  Now,  if  you  stood  to  gain  anything  by 
forcing  a  hopeless  issue,  I  could  comprehend  your 
attitude  ;  but  anything  you  wish  you  can  have  through 
good  will,  so  where  is  the  use  of  coercion  or  of  a 
fight  ?  ” 

“  I  assure  you,  my  dear  Mr.  Steele,  that  I  have  no 
desire  whatever  to  bring  on  a  fight.  I  have  said  so  all 
along.” 

“  Very  well,  Mr.  Blair,  there’s  no  more  to  be  said, 
and  I  predict  you  will  find  me  the  most  deferential, 
accommodating  subordinate  that  ever  worked  in  your 
office.” 

“  But  where  do  I  come  in?”  ejaculated  the  panic- 
stricken  Johnson,  whose  face  had  become  paler  and  paler 
as  this  colloquy  went  on. 

u  My  dear  sir,  you  don't  come  in,”  said  John  Steele, 
urbanely.  “  I  told  you  that  at  the  beginning,  when  I 
counselled  you  not  to  enter  a  contest  where  you  were 
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bound  to  be  the  loser.  I  commend  to  you  in  future  the 
sensible  attitude  assumed  by  Mr.  Blair.” 

“  Mr.  Blair,”  persisted  Johnson,  “  you  appointed  me 
division  superintendent,  and  assured  me  you  would  stand 
by  that  appointment.” 

“  Oh,  well,”  explained  Blair,  “  you  see  how  it  is 
yourself.  I  did  so  under  an  entire  misapprehension.  I 
thought  that  Mr.  Steele  had  openly  defied  my  authority, 
which  I  now  understand  was  not  the  case.  Am  I  right 
in  that,  Mr.  Steele  ?  ” 

“  Perfectly  right,  sir.  I  had  no  desire  to  impugn 
your  authority,  and  I  apologize  for  my  abrupt  action, 
which  certainly  bore  that  complexion.” 

“  There,  Johnson,”  said  Blair,  almost  pleadingly, 
“  you  must  see  that  puts  a  different  face  on  the  matter 
entirely.” 

It  certainly  put  a  different  face  on  Johnson,  who 
stood  there  with  dropped  jaw,  gazing  pitifully  at  his 
backboneless  chief. 

“  I  am  very  sorry  there  has  been  any  misunderstand¬ 
ing,”  said  Blair,  soothingly.  “  Such,  of  course,  occurs  in 
all  offices,  but  luckily  discipline  is  so  perfect  here  that  a 
few  words  will  adjust  things  in  their  right  proportion  to 
each  other.  You  have  done  very  well,  Mr.  Johnson, 
during  your  short  occupancy  of  this  room,  and  when  you 
resume  your  old  place  you  may  be  certain  that  both  Mr. 
Steele  and  myself  will  remember  you  when  a  chance  for 
promotion  occurs.” 
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“  I  regret  to  say,”  remarked  Steele,  casually,  before 
Johnson  had  an  opportunity  of  speaking,  “  that  Mr. 
Johnson’s  last  act  during  his  temporary  occupancy  of  this 
chair  was  to  promote  Carruthers  into  his  vacant  place, 
and  this  promotion  I  myself  confirmed.  I  recommend 
Mr.  Johnson  to  take  a  vacation  for  a  month,  and  if 
during  that  period  he  secures  another  situation,  I  shall  be 
happy  to  recommend  him,  and  probably  you,  Mr.  Blair, 
would  not  object  to  do  the  same.” 

“  Certainly  not — certainly  not,”  muttered  Blair, 
hastilv. 

J 

“  If,  at  the  end  of  a  month,”  continued  John  Steele, 
“  you  have  not  suited  yourself,  Mr.  Johnson,  you  may 
return  to  me,  and  I’ll  see  what  I  can  do  for  you.  I  am 
going  to  rearrange  my  staff,  and  give  most  of  its  members 
a  step  upward.  Some  of  them,  however,  will  take  a  step 
downward,  and  some  will  be  promoted  over  the  heads  of 
their  seniors.  All  this  will  require  a  little  thought  and 
manipulation,  but,  as  Mr.  Blair  truly  says,  discipline  is 
everything,  and  I  am  determined  to  carry  out  his  wishes 
in  that  respect.” 

“Well,  Mr.  Steele,”  said  the  general  manager,  rising 
with  a  deep  sigh  of  satisfaction,  as  if  everything  had  gone 
exactly  as  he  planned  it,  “anything  I  can  do  to  help  on 
the  good  work  will  not  be  stinted.  Call  upon  me  when 
in  any  difficulty,  Mr.  Steele,  and  be  assured  of  my  most 
whole-hearted  support ;  ”  and  with  that  the  great  man 
held  out  his  hand,  which  Steele,  springing  to  his  feet, 
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clasped  cordially.  Without  a  glance  at  the  crestfallen 
Johnson,  T.  Acton  Blair  strode  majestically  from  the 
room. 

John  Steele  turned  to  his  desk. 

“  May  I  have  a  word  with  you,  Mr.  Steele  ?  ”  asked 
Johnson. 

“Yes,  this  day  month,”  said  John  Steele,  without 
looking  up. 


CHAPTER  VI 


“nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life” 

John  Steele  now  entered  upon  a  period  of  his  life  which 
was  most  interesting  and  enjoyable.  The  numerous 
petty  and  annoying  incidents  which  had  heretofore  been 
the  cause  of  friction  between  himself  and  his  numerous 
subordinates  disappeared  as  the  mist  fades  before  the 
rising  sun,  and  he  found  himself  at  the  head  of  as  willing 
and  energetic  a  staff  as  any  man  could  wish  to  have 
co-operate  with  him.  With  his  chief  even  the  most 
captious  of  men  could  have  no  fault  to  find,  and  Steele 
was  far  from  being  captious.  T.  Acton  Blair  seemed  a 
changed  man.  No  one  could  be  more  genial  and  con¬ 
siderate.  He  even  drifted  into  the  habit  of  calling  his 
division  superintendent  “John.”  Their  business  con¬ 
ferences  were  of  an  exceedingly  friendly  and  amiable 
character,  and  yet  John  frequently  censured  himself 
when  he  detected  deep  down  in  his  own  nature  remnants 
of  distrust  still  lingering  regarding  his  urbane  superior. 
Once,  when  Blair  was  gone  rather  longer  than  usual  on 
a  visit  to  New  York,  some  inquiries  that  came  through 
caused  him  to  surmise  that  Blair  was  undermining  him 
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at  headquarters,  but  on  Blair’s  return  John  felt  rather 
ashamed  of  himself.  That  good  man  had,  indeed,  men¬ 
tioned  him  to  the  powers  that  be,  but  the  mention  had 
been  entirely  to  his  advantage,  with  the  result  that  John 
got  ten  dollars  a  week  added  to  his  salary,  quite  unsolicited. 
Blair  almost  apologized  for  his  action,  saying  by  way  of 
excuse  that  the  road  was  really  getting  so  prosperous,  and 
had  been  so  free  from  disaster  ever  since  Steele  had  joined 
it,  that  Rockervelt  was  pluming  himself  on  having  chosen 
the  right  man  once  again. 

“  By  the  way,”  said  Blair,  casually,  “  Mr.  Rockervelt 
informed  me  he  had  read  in  the  newspapers  of  your 
windfall.  He  asked  me  in  what  your  money  was 
invested,  but  I  was  unable  to  tell  him.” 

“  Most  of  it  is  in  railway  stocks,”  replied  Steele. 

“  Ah,  that  would  have  interested  him.  Are  any  of 
the  Rockervelt  stocks  in  your  safe  deposit  vault  ?  ” 

John  laughed. 

“  No,  I  don’t  think  I  possess  a  single  share,  even  in 
the  Manateau  Midland.  Perhaps  it  wouldn’t  be  a  bad 
idea  to  make  a  transfer.” 

“  Oh,  I  don’t  know,”  replied  Blair,  impartially. 
“Unless  a  man  is  a  professional  speculator  he  generally 
loses  in  transferring  his  stock  from  one  interest  to 
another.  The  broker  usually  gets  a  slice  when  this 
happens.  Still,  I  am  sure  Mr.  Rockervelt  would  be 
rather  pleased  to  hear  that  you  own  stock  in  the  Midland. 
He  encourages  that  sort  of  thing,  especially  among  his 
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higher  officials,  imagining — quite  rightly,  perhaps — that 
they  are  just  a  leetle  more  careful  if  they  are  part  owners 
of  the  road  they  operate.  I  think  it’s  a  very  good  idea, 
myself ;  still,  at  the  present  moment  all  the  Rockervelt 
lines  are  booming,  and  I  don’t  know  any  investment  I 
could  more  cordially  recommend.  Still,  I’m  prejudiced 
in  the  matter,  so  don’t  let  what  I  say  influence  you  in 
the  least.  But  if  you  should  buy  a  block  of  Midland, 
for  instance,  I  wish  you’d  let  me  know,  so  that  when 
I  am  next  in  New  York  I  can  answer  Mr.  Rockervelt’s 
former  question.  It  certainly  wouldn’t  do  you  any  harm 
with  Rockervelt,  and  there’s  no  better  security  on  the 
market.” 

The  newspapers  had  made  much  of  John  Steele’s 
luck  in  falling  heir  to  a  considerable  sum  of  money. 
The  circumstances  and  unexpected  nature  of  the  legacy 
gave  the  item  a  semi-sensational  value  which  was  not 
neglected  by  the  reporters,  and  even  if  the  amount  was 
in  many  cases  exaggerated,  the  reputation  of  being  a 
wealthy  man  revealed  an  entirely  new  world  to  the 
young  superintendent — the  world  of  social  life.  He  was 
taken  up  by  society  with  a  warmth  that  was  peculiarly 
gratifying  to  so  modest  a  man  as  John  Steele,  and  for 
this  taking-up  T.  Acton  Blair  was  largely  responsible. 
On  two  or  three  occasions  he  invited  John  to  dinner, 
where  the  young  man  met  many  delightful  people.  He 
now  saw  a  side  of  Blair  that  had  heretofore  been  entirely 
hidden  from  him,  and,  in  spite  of  Rockervelt’s  former 
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warning,  quite  unsuspected.  Blair  as  a  host  was  one  of 
the  most  charming  of  men  ;  debonair  and  polite  as  a 
Frenchman  ;  a  very  prince  of  good  fellows.  His  house 
was  a  veritable  palace,  and  when  first  John  was  ushered 
into  the  midst  of  its  magnificence,  it  seemed  scarcely 
credible  that  a  young  nobody  like  himself,  but  a  few 
years  past  occupying  a  miserable  position  on  the  railway 
in  the  prairies,  should  actually  have  browbeaten  and 
defeated  the  owner  of  all  this  wealth. 

Blair  evinced  no  rancour  over  this  defeat,  and  Steele 
esteemed  him  a  human  nettle,  dangerous  only  when 
timorously  handled.  Steele  was  too  shrewd  a  man  not 
to  have  recognized  that  he  had  discovered  the  v/eak  spot 
in  Blair’s  armour,  which  was  a  fixed  aversion  against 
being  brought  into  conflict  of  any  kind  with  the  great 
Rockervelt,  and  this  knowledge  gave  the  young  man 
assurance  that  his  position  on  the  staff  of  the  gigantic 
corporation  was  more  stable  than  he  had  hitherto  regarded 
it.  He  now  saw  Blair  as  a  genial,  easy-going  man,  who 
always  took  the  line  of  the  least  resistance,  avoiding 
unnecessary  trouble,  which  was  wise  in  one  so  well-to- 
do  in  the  world’s  goods,  and  as  John  himself  was  imbued 
with  the  most  kindly  feelings  toward  even  his  enemies, 
he  had  the  gratification  now  of  beholding  his  future 
extend  before  him  like  a  well-ordered  railway  line  ; 
a  clear  right-of-way,  and  no  signals  against  him. 

One  morning  Mr.  Blair  entered  the  division  super¬ 
intendent’s  room,  accompanied  by  a  man  so  much  like 
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himself  that  he  might  almost  be  taken  for  his  younger 
brother. 

“  Mr.  Steele,”  cried  the  general  manager,  in  his  most 
amiable  manner,  u  I  wish  to  introduce  you  to  Colonel 
Beck,  an  officer  of  the  company,  who  keeps  us  all  out 
of  prison.  Colonel  Beck  is  Mr.  Rockervelt’s  chief  legal 
adviser,  who  knows  so  much  about  the  law  that  he  can 
enable  any  one  with  money  to  evade  it.  Colonel  Beck, 
this  is  Mr.  John  Steele,  our  youngest,  and  I  believe  I 
may  add,  our  most  capable  division  superintendent.” 

The  Colonel  laughed  pleasantly  as  he  shook  hands 
with  the  young  man. 

“  Mr.  Blair  gives  you  a  better  character  than  he 
bestows  upon  me,”  said  the  lawyer,  with  a  good-natured 
twinkle  of  the  eye.  “  If  there  is  one  characteristic  more 
distinctive  than  another  in  the  Rockervelt  system,  it 
is  the  unvarying  respect  it  holds  for  the  law.” 

“  Oh,  that’s  true  enough,”  rejoined  Blair.  “  Why 
shouldn’t  we  respect  the  laws  when  the  Colonel  here 
makes  most  of  them  pertaining  to  railways  ?  ” 

“  Are  you  then  a  member  of  the  Legislature  ?  ”  asked 
John,  innocently. 

Both  of  the  fat  men  laughed,  and  Colonel  Beck 
replied — 

“  No,  I  am  not  so  restricted  as  all  that.  A  member 
of  the  Legislature  possesses  one  vote.  In  the  secret 
sanctity  of  this  room,  now  that  my  friend  Blair  has 
given  a  hint  in  that  direction,  I  may  say  I  control  many 
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votes  in  the  various  Legislatures,  and  perhaps  a  few  in 
the  National  Capitol  as  well.  Still,  that’s  all  among 
ourselves,  Mr.  Steele,  and,  getting  to  safer  ground,  I  may 
add  that  I  esteem  this  meeting  a  pleasure,  for  you  are 
one  of  the  few  men  I  have  heard  Mr.  Rockervelt  speak 
highly  of,  and  when  Mr.  Rockervelt  praises  a  man  I 
like  to  know  that  man  and  make  him  my  friend  if 
possible,  for  he  is  sure  to  go  far.  I  think,”  continued 
the  Colonel,  turning  towards  Blair,  “that  Mr.  Rockervelt 
said  the  superintendent  here  was  rather  a  considerable 
shareholder  in  the  Midland.” 

u  Mr.  Rockervelt  was  a  trifle  premature  if  he  said 
that,”  replied  the  general  manager.  “  He  spoke  to  me 
about  it  last  time  I  was  in  New  York,  but  I  was  unable 
at  the  time  to  give  him  definite  information.” 

“  He  is  not  in  the  least  premature,”  Steele  intervened 
quietly.  “  Since  our  conversation  a  while  ago,  Mr. 
Blair,  I  have  sold  out  all  my  Michigan  Central  Stock 
with  some  of  my  Northern  Pacific,  and  have  invested  in 
Manateau  Midland.” 

“  Ah,  then  you  are  one  of  us,”  cried  Beck,  with 
enthusiasm ;  “  I  wish  I  had  known  you  before  you 
made  the  transfer,  because  I  could  have  introduced  you 
to  brokers  who  would  have  done  the  job  at  the  same 
rate  they  transact  business  for  us,  which  I  may  add 
is  a  considerable  shade  lower  than  the  general  public 
pay.  In  future,  if  you  have  any  dealings  on  the  market, 

I  shall  be  glad  to  give  you  the  benefit  of  both  advice 
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and  introduction,  which  may  result  in  your  saving 
money.” 

“I  am  an  investor,  rather  than  a  speculator,”  replied 
John,  “and  more  anxious  to  get  good  securities  than 
exorbitant  dividends.” 

“A  very  wise  rule  of  conduct,”  said  the  Colonel, 
nodding  his  head  sagely  several  times  ;  then,  abruptly 
changing  the  subject,  he  once  more  expressed  his  pleasure 
at  making  the  acquaintance  of  John  Steele. 

“I  live  part  of  the  year  in  New  York,  and  part  in 
this  city,”  continued  the  Colonel,  “  for  I  am  a  native 
here.  I  arrived  a  week  ago,  and  to-morrow  night  we 
give  a  little  house-warming  which  I  should  be  glad, 
Mr.  Steele,  if  you  would  attend.  Not  a  great  crush, 
you  know  ;  a  homely  gathering  rather  than  a  fashionable 
function,  but  you  shall  meet  very  choice  people  there, 
eh,  Blair  ?  You’ll  corroborate  me  in  that,  I’m  sure  r  ” 

“Yes,  Colonel,”  responded  Blair,  “you  are  altogether 
too  modest.  Your  dinners  might  well  form  a  model 
to  Lucullus,  and  I  can  assure  Mr.  Steele  that  he  will 
meet  people  whom  it  may  be  a  great  advantage  for 
him  to  know.  Now,  there’s  a  handsome,  unsolicited 
testimonial.” 

“  No,  by  Jove  !  it  was  solicited,  wasn’t  it  ?  ”  cried  the 
genial  Colonel,  rubbing  his  hands  together.  “Well, 
Mr.  Steele,  may  I  depend  on  you  ?  You  will  forgive 
the  shortness  of  the  notice,  because  of  the  shortness  of 
our  acquaintance.” 


84  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

John  Steele  accepted  the  invitation  with  a  cordiality 
equal  to  that  with  which  it  was  tendered. 

The  prediction  of  both  the  stout  gentlemen  that 
John  Steele  would  meet  interesting  people  whom  he 
should  be  glad  to  know  was  more  than  fulfilled,  although 
his  joy  of  new  acquaintance  was  concentrated  on  one 
person. 

Miss  Sadie  Beck  was  the  most  beautiful  girl  Steele 
had  ever  seen.  Her  face  was  sweet  and  innocent  ;  her 
complexion  of  purest  ivory  tinted  with  dawn,  the  colours 
that  go  with  hair  of  Californian  gold,  profuse  and 
waving;  the  whole  entrancing  picture  being  lighted  up 
by  eyes  as  blue  as  a  June  sky. 

The  portals  of  the  Beck  mansion  proved  to  be  the 
gates  of  Eden,  with  Eve  awaiting  him  within  the 
Paradise.  John,  hitherto  all  unused  to  the  society  of 
women,  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  Sadie  Beck 
thrilled  with  emotions  of  which  he  knew  nothing,  and 
life  quite  unexpectedly  presented  possibilities  that  dazzled 
him. 

Colonel  Beck  was  a  widower,  and  the  only  child  of 
his  only  brother  was  mistress  of  his  household.  The 
Colonel  had  been  too  busy  a  man  to  think  of  marrying 
again  after  his  wife  had  died,  but  circumstances  solved 
the  problem  which  his  own  immersion  in  great  affairs 
prevented  him  from  grappling  with.  His  elder  brother 
had  been  as  unsuccessful  in  business  as  Colonel  Beck 
was  the  reverse,  and  dying,  he  left  his  daughter  to  the 
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care  of  her  wealthy  uncle,  who  had  given  her  the  most 
fashionable  education  money  could  procure,  and  then 
had  installed  her  as  the  fascinating  hostess  of  his  home, 
a  position  which  she  amiably  filled  to  the  delight  of 
his  guests,  and  to  the  complacent  satisfaction  of  himself. 

The  effect  of  this  new-born  friendship  upon  John 
Steele  was  instantaneous  and  permanent.  All  the 
counsels  which  Philip  Manson  had  formerly  tendered 
to  him,  urging  a  greater  care  in  his  personal  appearance, 
and  a  stricter  attention  to  the  niceties  of  dress  had  made 
but  ephemeral  impression  upon  the  object  of  Manson’s 
solicitations  ;  but  now,  without  a  word  being  spoken, 
John  became  almost  a  modern  dandy.  The  hairdresser’s 
constant  attention  worked  wonders  with  his  head  cover¬ 
ing,  and  the  most  expensive  tailors  found  him  an  exacting 
customer. 

John  discovered  suddenly  that  the  onerous  duties  of 
division  superintendent  required  a  far  wider  outlook 
than  he  had  so  far  bestowed  upon  them.  He  must  know 
the  law  pertaining  to  his  profession,  and  therefore  he 
found  frequent  consultations  necessary  with  the  adviser 
to  the  corporation,  and  that  urbane  gentleman  did  his 
best  to  enlighten  so  diligent  a  student.  Frequently,  as 
was  bound  to  happen  with  a  man  on  whose  shoulders 
rested  a  portion  at  least  of  the  legal  business  pertaining 
to  a  wide-spreading  railway  system,  Colonel  Beck  was 
occupied  in  his  own  study,  compelled  to  refuse  him¬ 
self  to  any  visitor,  and  great  as  should  have  been  the 
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disappointment  of  so  earnest  a  pupil,  John,  nevertheless, 
could  scarcely  conceal  his  delight  that  the  niece  rather 
than  the  uncle  should  be  his  entertainer  upon  these 
occasions.  The  elderly  lady  who  acted  as  chaperone  in 
the  Beck  household  was  a  placid  nonentity,  whom  even 
a  less  strenuous  person  than  John  Steele  might  easily 
have  ignored.  She  always  contented  herself  with  read¬ 
ing  the  latest  book  or  magazine  in  a  corner  under  the 
shaded  electric  light,  while  Sadie  sat  at  the  piano  at  the 
further  end  of  the  large  room,  and  played  most  divinely 
certain  soft,  clinging,  sentimental  harmonies  which 
might  be  carried  on  in  conjunction  with  whispered 
conversation. 

Sadie  was  a  deservedly  popular  young  lady,  and 
often,  to  his  chagrin,  John  found  others  in  the  drawing¬ 
room,  claiming  a  share  of  her  attention,  and,  to  do  Miss 
Beck  justice,  she  bestowed  her  favours  with  impartial 
charm  upon  all  alike,  although  as  time  went  on  John 
Steele  flattered  himself  that  there  was  reserved  for  him 
a  tone  slightly  more  confidential  than  any  of  the  others 
received.  If  the  old  Colonel  saw  what  was  going  forward, 
almost,  as  one  might  say,  before  his  eyes,  he  made  no 
sign,  and  certainly  treated  the  young  division  superin¬ 
tendent  with  an  even  cordiality  that  would  have  proved 
flattering  to  a  man  of  much  higher  standing  in  the  com¬ 
pany’s  service  than  was  John  Steele. 

During  this  interesting  period  of  his  existence  the 
young  man  lived  in  an  intoxicating,  rose-hued  atmosphere. 
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u  Lucky  in  love,  unlucky  in  war,”  was  proving  itself  false 
in  his  instance.  Never  before  had  he  been  so  successful 
in  his  business ;  never  so  popular  with  superiors  and 
subordinates  alike.  Difficulties  appeared  only  to  vanish 
before  the  magic  wave  of  his  hand.  His  suggestions 
were  adopted,  his  plans  prospered,  and  perhaps  most 
inspiring  of  all,  his  sagacity  and  his  energy  met  unasked 
appreciation.  His  salary  was  raised  to  a  hundred  dollars 
a  week,  and  Blair,  when  he  announced  the  fact,  referred 
almost  apologetically  to  the  ever-increasing  prosperity  of 
the  road,  due  largely,  he  was  good  enough  to  say,  to  the 
efficiency  of  the  division  superintendent. 

And  yet  there  was  one  pebble  in  his  shoe.  With 
increase  of  means,  curiously  enough,  there  came  the 
increased  knowledge  that  intrinsically  he  was  a  poor 
man.  The  property  which  a  few  months  before  had 
seemed  wealth,  now  appeared  what  Blair  had  actually 
suggested  it  to  be,  merely  the  nucleus  around  which  an 
energetic  man  might  accumulate  a  fortune.  He  was 
in  the  social  class  of  the  millionaires,  but  not  in  their 
financial  class.  No  matter  what  dividends  were  paid  on 
two  or  three  hundred  thousand  dollars’  worth  of  railway 
stock,  that  income,  added  to  his  salary  of  five  thousand 
a  year,  would  never  support  a  palace  such  as  Blair  lived 
in,  or  even  a  mansion  similar  to  the  one  inhabited  by 
Colonel  Beck.  Sadie,  with  the  demeanour  of  a  queen, 
needed  also  the  income  of  a  queen.  John  had  no  delu¬ 
sions  on  that  score,  and  furthermore,  being  proud,  he 
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could  not  ask  her  to  step  down,  but  to  step  up.  The 
germ  that  had  remained  dormant  in  his  mind  since  his 
uncle’s  death  now  developed  into  the  belief  that  he  might 
become  as  prosperous  in  speculation  as  he  proved  to  be 
in  all  other  walks  in  life.  Often  in  after  years  he 
remembered  the  coincident  conjunction  of  necessity, 
development,  and  opportunity.  Any  two  of  the  trinity 
would  have  been  inactive  without  the  presence  of  the 
third,  but  the  trio  travelling  by  different  highways  met 
at  the  cross-road,  and  then  important  things  happened. 

One  eventful  evening  he  dressed  for  dinner  and  dined 
early  at  the  club  ;  then  he  strolled  up  the  avenue  to  the 
residence  of  Colonel  Beck.  Ushered  into  the  drawing¬ 
room  he  found  Sadie  standing  by  the  open  piano,  idly 
touching  the  upper  keys  with  the  tips  of  her  fingers, 
standing  there  as  if  she  were  waiting  for  him,  yet  he 
knew  she  was  waiting  for  some  one  else,  for  her  opera 
cloak  hung  over  the  back  of  a  chair  beside  her,  and  she 
was  arrayed  superbly  for  dinner,  ball,  or  reception.  Never 
afterward  could  John  give  to  himself  any  lucid  description 
of  what  she  wore,  except  that  she  looked  like  a  radiant 
angel  garbed  in  white.  Her  raiment  was  diaphanously, 
airily  beautiful.  Her  gleaming,  snowy  shoulders,  superb 
neck,  and  crown  of  golden  hair  made  up  a  vision  almost 
unearthly  in  its  loveliness,  which  at  once  entranced  and 
startled  the  young  man.  She  turned  toward  him  that 
superbly  poised  head,  with  the  arched  brows  of  surprise 
at  his  entrance  mellowed  by  a  seductive  smile  of  a 
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welcome  not  to  be  misunderstood.  John  himself  was 
one  of  those  well-set-up  young  men  who  look  their  best 
in  evening  dress,  and  as  he  came  rapidly  forward  down 
the  long  room  the  girl  could  see  the  soul  shining  in  his 
eyes,  and  the  sight  brought  added  colour  to  her  own  fair 
cheeks. 

“  Sadie,”  he  cried,  taking  both  her  hands  in  his, 
although  she  offered  him  only  one,  “  if  but  a  painter 
could  place  on  canvas  even  a  hundredth  part  of  your 
adorable  beauty  to-night,  his  fame  would  ring  down  the 
ages.” 

The  girl  laughed. 

“  Is  it  so  striking  as  all  that  ?  Then  I  am  sorry  I 
can  give  you  but  fifteen  minutes  of  it,  for  my  uncle  is 
taking  me  out  to  dinner,  and  man-like,  he  is  late,  having 
just  arrived  home  and  gone  upstairs  to  dress.” 

“  Fifteen  minutes  !  What  is  it  the  poet  says  of 
fifteen  minutes  as  compared  with  a  cycle  of  Cathay  ? 
Fifteen  minutes,  Sadie,  with  you,  is  worth  an  eternity 
with  any  one  else  on  earth.  Why,  bless  my  soul,  the 
Declaration  of  Independence  was  signed  in  ten  !  ” 

Again  the  girl  laughed,  trying,  not  very  strenuously, 
to  disengage  her  hands. 

u  Do  you  wish  me  to  sign  a  declaration  of  indepen¬ 
dence  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“Yes,  a  declaration  of  independence  from  all  the 
world  except  me.” 

“  In  other  words,  a  declaration  of  dependence 
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on  you  rather  than  independence  of  the  rest  r  ”  she 
corrected. 

“Sadie,  IVe  adored  you  ever  since  I  met  you.  The 
picture  on  canvas  that  I  spoke  of  is  impossible,  for  there 
is  not  genius  enough  existent  to  do  it  justice.  But  there 
is  a  picture  I  ask  you  to  look  at ;  ”  and  he  swung  her 
round  almost  rudely  until  she  saw  the  reflection  of  two 
young  people  holding  each  other’s  hands  in  the  tall  pier- 
glass. 

“  If  you  appreciate  that  Princess  as  she  deserves,  you 
will  wonder  at  the  conceit  of  the  man  standing  beside 
her,  that  he  dares  to  ask  for  the  original.” 

Sadie  looked  at  her  counterpart  with  a  certain  com¬ 
placency,  for  doubtless  she  was  a  girl  who  had  received 
many  proposals,  and  was  not  to  be  swept  from  her  feet 
even  by  one  so  impetuous  as  this.  But  that  she  was 
gratified  by  the  young  man’s  earnestness,  one  needed  but 
a  glance  at  her  sparkling  eyes  and  rosy  cheeks  to  see. 
She  turned  from  the  glass  to  him. 

“  Is  it  the  girl  from  New  York  or  the  gown  from 
Paris  you  so  warmly  admire  ?  ” 

“Answer  me,  Sadie,  answer  me  !  ”  he  cried. 

“  Hush,  hush  !  ”  she  whispered,  “  I  hear  my  uncle 
coming  ;  ”  and  now  she  struggled  in  earnest  to  release 
herself,  but  strenuously  he  held  her  firm. 

“Answer  Yes  or  No.” 

“Which  word  will  release  me  most  speedily?”  she 
demanded. 
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“The  first.” 

“Then  it  must  be  Yes.  A  fine  masterful  lover  you 
are  !  ”  she  cried  with  pretended  indignation,  as  she 
whisked  herself  free  from  him. 

It  was  a  maid  who  came  in,  and  taking  up  the  white 
cloak,  she  adjusted  it  over  the  fair  shoulders  of  her  young 
mistress.  A  moment  later  the  Colonel,  rubicund  and 
beaming,  entered  the  drawing-room. 

“  Ah,  Steele,  is  that  you  ?  ”  he  saluted  his  visitor, 
shaking  hands  in  the  most  friendly  manner.  “  Has  my 
niece  told  you  that  we  must  enact  the  inhospitable 
savage  to-night,  and  turn  you  forth  in  a  cold  and 
pitiless  world  ?  ” 

“Yes,  Colonel,”  laughed  John,  who  was  in  such  a 
state  of  joyous  exaltation  that  he  would  have  laughed, 
no  matter  what  his  host  had  said,  “  yes ;  and  I  must 
confess  that  it  is  like  being  turned  from  Paradise.” 

The  Colonel,  smiling,  allowed  his  eyes  to  pass  from 
the  exuberant  young  man  to  the  downcast  face  of  his 
niece,  who  seemed  absorbed  in  the  rearrangement  of  her 
white  cloak.  If  the  Colonel  suspected  anything,  he  said 
nothing  that  might  give  a  hint  of  his  surmise. 

“  Do  you  know  that  Mr.  Rockervelt  is  in  town  ?  ” 
he  asked. 

“  No,”  replied  the  young  man,  in  some  astonishment. 

“  He  arrived  here  by  the  noon  train,”  continued  the 
Colonel,  “  and  all  this  afternoon  we  have  been  in  close 
session  at  Blair’s  house.  Mr.  Rockervelt  spoke  of  you, 
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and  said  he  was  sorry  he  could  not  see  you  this  trip. 
We  are  dining  with  him  to-night  at  Blair’s,  but  ladies 
being  present,  no  business  will  be  talked.  Mr.  Rocker- 
velt  leaves  by  special  at  ten  o’clock.” 

u  Rather  a  short  stay,”  commented  Steele. 

“  Short,  but  important,”  replied  the  Colonel,  as  he 
led  the  way  to  the  door. 

John  Steele  had  the  advantage  of  escorting  Miss 
Sadie  to  her  carriage,  and  the  felicity  of  pressing  her 
hand  before  he  made  way  for  the  Colonel  to  enter.  He 
stood  there  for  a  moment,  watching  the  receding  back 
of  the  carriage,  and  then  walked  uncertainly  down  the 
avenue,  treading  not  upon  hard  flagstones,  but  on  clouds, 
his  mind  far  aloft  in  the  realms  of  romance,  while  his 
body  bumped  heedlessly  against  innocent  passers-by,  or 
those  who  hoped  to  be  passers-by  until  he  ran  into  them, 
interrupting  their  course  and  causing  one  stranger  to 
remark  that  it  was  a  pity  to  see  a  young  man  so  drunk 
thus  early  in  the  evening. 


CHAPTER  VII 


THE  FIRST  CAST  OF  THE  DICE 

Next  morning  John  Steele  was  startled  to  receive  a 
rather  peremptory  message  from  Colonel  Beck  requesting 
him  to  call  at  once  at  his  residence.  The  young  man 
instantly  obeyed,  and  mounted  the  steps  with  some 
trepidation,  wondering  whether  Sadie  had  made  a 
confidant  of  her  uncle,  and  fearing  that  the  uncle’s 
designs  for  his  niece  excluded  a  division  superintendent 
from  any  discussion  regarding  her  future.  He  was 
shown  into  the  Colonel’s  study,  a  large  room  on  the 
first  floor  at  the  back  of  the  house.  The  Colonel  greeted 
him  with  what  might  be  termed  absent-minded  friendli¬ 
ness.  He  was  evidently  perturbed  about  something,  and 
after  requesting  his  caller  to  sit  down,  himself  paced  up 
and  down  the  room  two  or  three  times  with  a  shade  of 
perplexity  on  his  brow.  At  last  he  threw  himself  into 
his  office  chair,  and,  sitting  back,  interlocked  his  hands 
behind  his  head,  and  bent  his  looks  upon  the  visitor  he 
had  summoned. 

“I  thought  it  best,  Mr.  Steele,  to  ask  you  to  come 
here,  as  what  I  have  to  say  is  extremely  private,  and  I 
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wish  to  incur  no  interruptions,  and  to  obviate  the 
possibility  of  eavesdroppers.” 

“Yes?”  interpolated  John,  thinking  this  opening 
must  certainly  pertain  to  the  episode  of  the  previous 
evening  in  the  room  beneath. 

“  You  said  to  me  once,”  went  on  the  Colonel,  “that 
you  were  an  investor,  not  a  speculator.” 

“  Yes,”  replied  his  listener, 

“  Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you  that  a  man  may  be 
both,  or  rather,  that  he  may  indulge  in  all  the  advantages 
of  successful  speculation  without  any  of  the  risks  that 
occur  through  playing  in  the  open  market  ?  ” 

“If  such  a  thing  could  be  done,”  said  John,  with  a 
smile,  “  it  would  be  the  very  heaven  of  financiering.” 

“  Such  a  thing  not  only  can  be  done,  but  it  is  done, 
every  day.  It  is  the  outsider  who  speculates,  and  who 
must  incur  the  uncertainties  which  accompany  specula¬ 
tion.  Those  on  the  inside  do  not  speculate,  but  operate 
in  a  security  as  absolute  as  that  of  a  bank  which  receives 
a  certain  amount  from  a  depositor.  Now,  I  told  you 
last  night  that  although  Mr.  Rockervelt’s  visit  was  brief, 
it  was  important.  Its  importance  lies  in  this.  The 
financial  year  now  drawing  to  a  close — the  financial  year, 
I  mean,  so  far  as  the  Rockervelt  system  is  concerned — 
has  been  far  and  away  the  most  prosperous  in  its  exist¬ 
ence.  Manateau  Midland  stock  to-day  stands  at  162J, 
which  is  much  under  its  intrinsic  worth.  But  before  I 
proceed  with  this  exposition  of  values,  I  should  like  to 
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ask  you  a  question  or  two.  Am  I  right  in  surmising 
that  you  owe  your  position  entirely  to  Mr.  Rocker- 
velt  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  to  him  through  Philip  Manson’s  recommenda¬ 
tion.” 

“Ah,  Philip  Manson  !  I  believe  he  is  one  of  Mr. 
Rockervelt’s  favourites,  too.  He  was  your  predecessor, 
wasn’t  he  ?  ” 

“Yes.  Mr.  Rockervelt  took  him  to  New  York,  and 
put  me  in  his  place  here.” 

“  The  chances  are,  then,  that  Mr.  Manson  will  get 
his  tip  straight  from  Mr.  Rockervelt  himself,  and,  if  he 
takes  advantage  of  his  knowledge,  will  doubtless  operate 
through  our  brokers  in  New  York.  Well,  the  position 
is  just  this,  Mr.  Steele  :  times  have  been  good,  and  I 
tell  you  in  confidence,  what  perhaps  you  have  already 
guessed,  that  never  has  the  Rockervelt  system  enjoyed 
a  more  prosperous  year.  The  various  roads,  thanks  to 
efficient  men  like  yourself,  have  been  remarkably  free 
from  disaster,  and  in  truth  during  the  twelve  months 
now  closing  there  has  been  no  serious  accident  at  all. 
In  spite  of  our  determination  to  let  the  actual  state  of 
affairs  be  known  only  to  those  on  the  inside,  among 
whom  Mr.  Rockervelt,  without  saying  it  in  so  many 
words,  evidently  reckons  yourself,  the  general  public 
has  arrived  at  some  inkling  of  the  facts.  Stock  which 
a  month  ago  could  be  got  for  a  hundred  and  fifty-two, 
sells  to-day  at  over  a  hundred  and  sixty.  Still,  the  public 
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has  no  real  idea  of  how  prosperous  we  have  been,  and 
I  venture  to  predict  that  our  next  declaration  of  dividends, 
which  is  less  than  a  month  away  now,  will  come  as  a 
complete  surprise,  and  those  who  previously  possessed 
inside  knowledge  will  benefit  accordingly.  Of  course, 
your  duties  heretofore  have  not  brought  you  into  contact 
with  the  finance  of  a  huge  corporation  like  the  Rockervelt 
system,  so  I  may  tell  you  that  after  the  annual  meeting 
is  held  and  a  good  dividend  is  declared,  the  real  owners  of 
the  railway,  such  as  Mr.  Rockervelt  and  his  colleagues, 
sell  their  stock  to  the  general  public,  buying  it  back 
during  the  ensuing  year  at  a  lower  figure,  in  time  for  the 
next  election  of  officers.  We  are  now  all  loaded  up  with 
as  much  as  we  can  carry,  and  it  has  been  agreed  that  the 
time  is  ripe  for  the  introduction  of  a  very  select  few,  like 
Manson,  yourself,  and  one  or  two  more,  into  the  inner 
circle.  We  take  into  our  confidence  only  those  who  are 
actively  engaged  in  the  management  and  working  of  the 
various  roads  ;  men  on  whom  we  depend  for  our 
continued  success.  Now,  our  brokers  have  just  been 
in  communication  with  a  man  who  wishes  to  sell  stock 
to  the  amount  of  something  like  half  a  million,  and  I  have 
asked  them  not  to  part  with  it  nor  to  seek  a  customer 
until  I  had  communicated  with  you.” 

“  Colonel,”  said  the  young  man,  his  face  aglow  with 
excitement  at  the  chance  offered  to  him,  “  that  is  very 
kind  of  you  ;  but,  you  see,  my  money,  or  at  least  most 
of  it,  is  already  in  Midland  stock  to  the  amount  of 
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between  two  hundred  and  three  hundred  thousand 
dollars.” 

“Yes,  I  was  aware  of  that,  but  our  brokers  will 
arrange  everything  for  you.  If  instead  of  buying  the 
stock  outright — and  by  the  way,  what  did  you  pay 
for  it  ?  ” 

“  I  got  it  at  a  trifle  less  than  a  hundred  and 
fifty.” 

“  Why,  there  you  are.  Suppose  you  had,  instead  of 
buying  it  outright,  taken  an  option,  say,  on  a  million, 
you  would  already  have  made  a  hundred  thousand  dollars 
on  the  rise.  Our  brokers  will  arrange  the  financial 
details  and  you  can  secure  the  stock  you  now  possess 
and  the  half  million  block  as  well,  with  ample  margin 
to  spare.  Then,  when  you  have  taken  your  profits,  you 
can  do  as  you  please  ;  reinvest  if  you  like,  or  wait  until 
the  inevitable  reaction  comes  and  buy  in  at  a  lower  figure 
a  much  larger  amount  than  you  now  possess.” 

“  All  right,  Colonel,  I’ll  do  it.  In  fact,  I  leave  the 
matter  entirely  in  your  hands  to  arrange  with  the 
brokers.” 

“Thanks.  I  don’t  attempt  to  conceal  from  you  that 
it  is  a  great  opportunity,  and  I  need  not  ask  you  to  hold 
in  strict  confidence  all  I  have  told  you,  for  we  don’t  care 
to  see  the  price  go  much  higher  until  after  the  dividend 
is  declared.  There’s  just  one  request  I  must  make 
which  perhaps  you  will  have  no  hesitation  in  granting. 
We  should  like  to  secure  the  voting  proxy  of  this  stock 
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against  the  general  meeting,  to  be  used  in  the  Rockervelt 
interest.” 

“  Oh,  certainly,”  cried  John,  delighted. 

The  Colonel  selected  some  blank  forms  from  the 
receptacle  on  his  table  before  him,  rapidly  filled  them 
in,  and  passed  them  across  for  John  to  sign,  which  he 
did  almost  without  glancing  at  them,  Colonel  Beck  in 
somewhat  legal  language  pointing  out  the  purport  of 
each  instrument. 

“Well,  that’s  all  right,”  said  the  Colonel,  as  he 
gathered  up  the  signed  papers.  “  I’ll  see  the  brokers  at 
once,  and  get  the  deal  put  through.” 

As  John  Steele  came  downstairs,  he  realized  that 
these  were  business  hours,  but  considered  himself 
justified  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  in  filching  a  few 
moments  from  them.  He  determined  to  see  Sadie,  and 
learn  whether  or  not  it  was  her  wish  he  should  at  once 
communicate  with  her  uncle  on  a  matter  which  did  not 
concern  the  buying  or  selling  of  stock. 

Sadie  received  him  in  a  morning-room  that  was 
partly  library.  Pier  first  utterance  rang  with  a  tone  of 
imperiousness  that  was  new  to  him. 

“  Why  have  you  been  shut  up  with  my  uncle  so  long 
in  his  study  this  morning  ?  ” 

“  Because  he  sent  for  me.” 

“  Why  did  he  send  for  you  ?  ” 

“To  make  some  arrangements  about  the  future.” 

Sadie’s  blue  eyes  were  scintillating  with  excite- 
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ment  or  anger  ;  the  young  man  could  not  quite  tell 
which. 

“  What  arrangements  ?  ”  she  demanded. 

“Well,  our  conference  was  strictly  confidential,  and 
your  uncle  asked  me  not  to  mention  the  subject  to  any 
one.” 

The  girl  almost  stamped  her  foot. 

“You  know  very  well  what  I  mean,”  she  said. 
“  Did  he  send  for  you  because  of — because  of — last 
night  ?  ” 

“No,  Sadie,  he  didn’t.  To  tell  the  truth,  when  I 
received  his  message  this  morning  I  thought  perhaps  he 
suspected  something  last  night,  and  wished  to  question 
me,  and  I  assure  you  I  felt  very  uneasy  meeting  him 
before  speaking  first  with  you  and  learning  your  views 
upon  the  matter.  However,  his  conversation  was 
entirely  about  the  railway  business,  and  some  new 
features  of  it,  which  arose  through  Mr.  Rockervelt’s 
visit  yesterday.” 

“Then  you  said  nothing  to  him  about  last  evening  r  ” 

“  No,  Sadie,  I  could  not  take  such  a  liberty  without 
your  permission.” 

“Ah,”  sighed  the  girl,  with  evident  relief,  “you  did 
give  me  a  fright  when  I  learned  you  had  gone  to  my 
uncle’s  room  so  early  in  the  morning,  and  when  you 
stayed  so  long.” 

“  Don’t  you  want  me  to  speak  of  our  engagement, 
then  ?  ” 
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“There  is  no  engagement.  You  were  so  boisterous 
standing  there  by  the  piano  that  I  had  to  say  4  Yes’  to 
release  myself,  otherwise  my  uncle  would  have  come  in 
upon  a  fine  tableau.” 

“I  hope  you  are  not  going  back  upon  that  f  Yes,’  ” 
said  the  young  man,  earnestly. 

For  a  few  moments  the  girl  did  not  answer.  She 
seemed  in  an  uncertain  temper  that  morning,  and  rather 
inclined  to  pout,  yet  to  the  ardent  young  man  she  appeared 
more  entrancing  than  ever. 

“  I  am  going  neither  back  nor  forward,”  she  said  at 
last.  “  I  desire  to  remain  just  where  I  am.  I  am  not 
sure  of  myself.  I  think  you  took  an  unfair  advantage  of 
my  dilemma  last  evening  with  your  obstreperousness,  and 
there  are  many  reasons  why  I  should  not  wish  to  be  bound 
by  the  answer  you  forced  me  to  give.” 

“You  shall  not  be  bound,”  replied  John,  very 
seriously  ;  “  everything  must  be  exactly  as  you  wish  it 
to  be.  You,  doubtless,  have  been  and  will  be  sought 
by  lovers  richer  than  I,  but  you  will  never  find  one  more 
devoted  to  you.” 

“  Oh,  I  wasn’t  thinking  of  riches,”  explained  the  girl, 
petulantly;  then  after  a  pause  she  added,  -“though  I 
may  as  well  confess  I  am  quite  unsuited  to  be  a  poor 
man’s  wife.  The  cottage  with  roses  clambering  over 
it  looks  very  beautiful  in  a  painting,  and  a  description 
of  it  reads  well  in  a  magazine  story,  but  when  I  was 
a  small  girl,  I  endured  the  reality  of  poverty,  and  I  don’t 
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want  any  more  of  it.  I  suppose  you  think  that  very 
sordid  ?  ” 

“  No,”  rejoined  John  Steele,  gravely  ;  “  I  think  it  very 
sensible.” 

a  I  should  loathe  a  house  in  the  suburbs  with  two 
servants,  or  its  alternative,  the  middle-class  hotel  or 
superior  boarding-house  down  town.  My  education  and 
my  bringing-up  haven’t  fitted  me  for  these  delights.” 

“You  incur  no  danger  from  a  cheap  house  in  the 
suburbs  or  its  alternative.  I  am  at  present  earning  five 
thousand  dollars  a  year,  and  am  only  on  the  threshold  of 
my  profession.  I  own  absolute  cash-producing  property 
to  the  extent  of  about  three  hundred  thousand  dollars, 
and  if  you  will  consent  to  our  engagement  being  made 
public  when  I  am  a  millionaire,  I  guarantee  that  the 
announcement  will  take  place  before  two  months  are 
past. 

Up  to  this  point  the  girl’s  eyes  had  been  fixed  on  the 
floor  ;  now  she  raised  them  level  with  his,  and  he  saw  that 
all  resentment  had  fled  from  them,  leaving  in  its  stead  a 
sparkle  of  mischief  and  merriment. 

“  Why,”  she  laughed,  “  one  would  think  that  the 
financial  conversation  upstairs  with  the  uncle  was  resumed 
in  the  morning-room  with  the  niece.  I  suppose  these 
monetary  revelations  arise  because  of  the  business  suit 
you  are  wearing  in  this  hard  morning  light ;  but  I  think  I 
like  you  much  better,  John,  in  evening  clothes,  under  the 
radiance  of  shaded  lamps.  I  am  sure  neither  of  us  thought 
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of  money  last  night,  and  I  certainly  did  not  this  morning 
until  you  began  talking  about  it.” 

She  held  her  hand  out  to  him,  and  he  took  it  with 
enthusiasm. 

“  I  do  not  wish  anything  said  of  our  engagement  at 
the  present  moment,”  she  went  on.  u  There  is  nothing 
very  terrible  about  such  a  proviso,  is  there  ?  I  have  many 
friends  in  this  city,  and  I  don’t  wish  them  all  set  gossip¬ 
ing,  as  will  be  the  case  if  any  announcement  is  made. 
We  will  let  the  4  Yes’  stand  where  it  did,  but  you  must 
give  me  a  little  time  quietly  to  learn  how  my  uncle  may 
regard  the  news.  You  will  come  here,  I  hope,  just  as  if 
nothing  had  happened,  and  if  I  receive  you  as  crossly  as  I 
did  just  now,  I  give  you  leave  to  scold  me.  Is  that  a 
bargain  ?  ”  she  concluded  brightly,  smiling  up  at  him,  and 
giving  him  freely  what  he  had  taken  the  night  before,  her 
two  hands  in  his. 

“  It  is  a  bargain,”  said  John,  with  content,  drawing  her 
suddenly  toward  him  and  kissing  her,  an  act  to  which 
she  submitted  half  with  reluctance,  half  with  acquies¬ 
cence. 

And  so  for  a  month  everything  went  on  as  before, 
except  that  John  was  perhaps  the  most  frequent  visitor 
at  the  Beck  household.  He  thought  more  of  his  love 
than  of  his  money,  as  it  is  right  and  proper  a  young  man 
should,  for  youth  is  the  time  of  optimism,  and  everything 
was  progressing  smoothly. 

A  week  before  the  general  meeting  Blair  departed  for 
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New  York,  and  before  he  left  he  appointed  Steele  acting 
general  manager  pro  tern .,  which  had  the  effect  of  making 
John  the  busiest  man  in  the  city,  giving  him  little  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  think  of  either  femininity  or  finance.  Colonel 
Beck  accompanied  Blair  to  the  metropolis,  but  had  re¬ 
turned  the  day  before  the  annual  meeting  was  held. 
There  were  large  interests  in  the  West,  he  said,  which 
would  require  his  unremitting  attention  during  the  next 
few  days,  and  this  proved  a  true  prediction. 

On  the  evening  of  the  day  of  the  general  meeting 
Steele  left  his  office  late,  intending  to  snatch  a  hasty  meal 
at  the  club  and  return  to  his  work.  He  found  the  streets 
in  unusual  commotion  ;  newsboys  were  rushing  frantically 
here  and  there  yelling  at  the  top  of  their  voices — 

“  Great  panic  in  New  York.” 

Steele  bought  a  paper,  and  the  glance  he  bestowed 
upon  the  black  headlines  rooted  him  to  the  pavement. 

“  Financial  Thunderbolt,”  he  read.  “  No  dividend 
for  Rockervelt  shareholders.  Panic  on  the  Stock  Exchange 
this  afternoon.  Heavy  drop  in  all  securities.  Rockervelt 
stocks  leading  the  rout.  Are  we  on  the  verge  of  a  crisis  ? 
Fall  of  twenty-eight  points  in  Rockervelt  holdings  when 
the  Stock  Exchange  closed.  Fears  for  to-morrow.” 

“  Twenty-eight  points,”  muttered  the  grave  young 
man  to  himself.  u  That  means  a  loss  to  me  of  nearly 
two  hundred  thousand  dollars  !  ” 

Without  reading  further  particulars,  Steele  thrust  the 
paper  into  his  pocket,  and  continued  his  journey  to  the 
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club.  His  mind  was  in  a  whirl,  but  clenching  his  teeth, 
he  strove  to  rearrange  his  thoughts  and  settle  upon  a 
course  of  action.  It  was  too  late  that  day  to  do  anything. 
If  he  had  only  known  of  this  disaster  as  soon  as  it 
occurred  ;  if  he  had  had  word  as  early  as  was  possible 
after  the  passing  of  the  dividend,  he  might  have  got  out 
without  a  loss  of  more  than  thirty  or  forty  thousand 
dollars  perhaps.  What  an  innocent  lamb  he  had  been  ; 
almost  begging  to  be  shorn.  Not  a  single  precaution 
had  he  taken.  It  needed  but  a  word  to  Philip  Manson 
in  New  York,  and  a  telegram  would  have  apprised  him 
at  once  of  what  had  happened  in  the  general  meeting  ; 
yet  here  he  had  remained  buried  up  to  the  eyes  in  the 
business  of  this  corporation,  which  had  evidently  been 
engaged  in  a  gigantic  game  of  thimble-rigging  ;  working 
like  a  fool  while  all  the  world  knew  of  the  topical  item 
except  himself.  The  reason  of  this  complete  absorption 
in  duty  suddenly  struck  him  like  a  blow  in  the  face,  and 
he  stood  still  at  the  thought  of  it.  Blair  had  put  upon 
his  shoulders  the  burden  of  general  manager  without 
relieving  him  of  the  task  of  division  superintendent,  and 
he  had  been  struggling  to  fulfil  adequately  the  obliga¬ 
tions  of  both  offices.  Had  Blair  done  this  for  a  purpose  ? 
One  suspicion  led  to  another.  Might  not  the  whole  net 
in  which  he  found  himself  enmeshed  be  of  the  general 
manager’s  weaving  ?  If  so,  Blair  had  found  him  an  easy 
victim. 

H  is  meal  at  the  club^  instead  of*  bein2^  snatched  as  lie 
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had  intended,  was  a  most  leisurely  one,  but  his  appetite 
was  gone  and  he  ate  little.  He  did  not  go  back  to  his 
office,  but  walked  up  the  avenue  to  Colonel  Beck’s  house, 
only  to  find  that  the  Colonel  and  his  niece  had  gone  out 
for  the  evening. 

John  Steele  was  at  his  broker’s  office  the  moment  it 
was  opened.  A  crowd  was  collected  before  the  place, 
but  only  those  were  allowed  in  who  had  dealings  with 
the  firm. 

u  I  was  just  about  to  telegraph  you,”  said  the  junior 
partner,  who  received  Steele  in  his  private  office.  u  I 
rather  expected  you  in  yesterday,  but,  as  we  had  no 
instructions,  we  held  on.” 

“  Why  didn’t  you  telegraph  me  yesterday  ?  ” 

w  Why  ?  ”  asked  the  broker,  justly  indignant  at  such 
a  childish  suggestion.  “  You  left  no  instructions,  and  as 
every  ticker  in  town  announced  the  news,  I  did  not 
think  it  necessary.  The  fact  is,  that  as  soon  as  the 
announcement  came,  we  were  so  busy  here  that  no  one 
in  the  office  had  time  to  turn  round.  The  crash  was  so 
unsuspected  we  were  not  prepared.” 

“  It  seems  to  me,”  said  John,  bitterly,  “  that  a  firm 
like  yours,  intimately  connected  with  the  Rockervelt 
interests,  should  have  had  some  idea  of  what  was 
coming.” 

“  Oh,  well,  so  far  as  that  goes,”  said  the  junior  partner, 
airily,  u  I  might  be  equally  justified  in  saying  that  an 
official  like  yourself,  holding  an  important  position  on  the 


106  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

Rocker velt  staff,  would  have  been  much  more  likely  to 
get  the  straight  tip  than  we.” 

a  Oh,  I  got  a  tip  all  right  enough,”  replied  John, 
grimly  ;  “  but  it  seems  to  have  been  a  crooked  rather 
than  a  straight  one.” 

“  Ah,  well,”  said  the  broker,  with  the  easy  noncha¬ 
lance  of  one  whose  withers  are  unwrung,  “  these  mistakes 
happen  now  and  then.  The  outlook  in  New  York  this 
morning  is  very  gloomy.  Of  course  things  may  rally 
before  noon,  but  we  can’t  count  on  that.  I  was  going 
to  telegraph  you  that  we  must  have  margin  put  up  ;  not 
less  than  twenty-one  thousand  dollars,  and  even  that  will 
only  give  you  three  points  lee-way  when  your  present 
margin  is  absorbed.” 

“  Do  you  think  twenty-one  thousand  would  save 
me  ?  ” 

“  Who  can  tell  ?  ”  answered  the  junior  partner,  with 
a  shrug  of  his  shoulders.  “  It  all  depends.  If  you  can 
inform  me  what  Mr.  Rockervelt  will  do  during  the  next 
two  hours,  I  can  predict  what  will  happen  with  the 
stock.  I  expected  he  would  support  it,  but  apparently  he 
is  letting  it  go  smash.” 

“  Why  shouldn’t  he  ?  He  is  the  cause  of  it  all,”  said 
John.  “  I  know  the  road  earned  a  dividend,  even  if 
Rockervelt  didn’t  declare  one.” 

“  Well,  there  you  are,”  said  the  broker.  “  The  public 
always  loses  its  head  at  a  time  like  this.  Rockervelt 
stocks  are  now  away  below  their  intrinsic  value,  but  that 
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fact  won’t  prevent  their  going  lower  if  the  panic  con¬ 
tinues.” 

“  What  would  you  advise  me  to  do  ?  ”  asked  Steele. 

u  I  don’t  give  advice  ;  I  take  instructions.  We’ll 
hang  on  just  as  long  as  we  can,  but  if  the  decline  con¬ 
tinues,  we  must  sell  your  block  before  it  gets  below  the 
margin.” 

“  I  hold  three  times  twenty-one  thousand,  face  value, 
in  Northern  Pacific  stock.  Can  you  tell  me  if  there 
is  any  chance  of  raising  twenty-one  thousand  dollars 
on  it  ?  ” 

The  broker  shook  his  head. 

“  You  might  have  done  that  two  days  ago,  but  now, 
with  gilt-edged  stock  like  Rockervelt’s  on  the  toboggan, 
how  can  you  expect  to  raise  a  loan  on  Northern  Pacifies  ? 
I  don’t  believe  any  one  would  venture  a  thousand  dollars 
on  that  security  to-day.  Those  who  have  money  are 
sitting  on  it,  waiting  for  the  clouds  to  roll  by.  This  may 
be  merely  a  little  financial  flutter  and  a  quick  recovery, 
or  it  may  prove  the  beginning  of  a  commercial  crisis  that 
will  last  for  two  or  three  years.” 

a  Yet  these  devils  in  New  York  heedlessly  run  the 
whole  country  into  such  a  risk  to  make  a  few  more  dirty 
dollars  for  themselves,  who  are  already  millionaires.” 

The  veins  in  Steele’s  forehead  were  swelling,  and  his 
hair  bristled  with  indignation,  but  the  broker  merely 
threw  back  his  head  and  laughed. 

“  Satan  reproving  sin  !”  he  cried.  “What  were  you 
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doing,  a  man  with  a  quarter  of  a  million  or  so,  but  trying 
to  add  a  few  dollars,  dirty  or  clean,  to  that  amount.” 

“True,  true,”  said  John,  calming  down  suddenly, 
u  you  are  in  the  right.  Well,  good  morning;  I  see 
there’s  a  host  waiting  for  you,  and  as  you  have  no  advice 
to  give,  and  no  money  to  lend,  I’ll  see  what  I  can  do 
outside.” 

He  walked  to  the  nearest  telegraph  station,  and  sent 
a  message  to  Philip  Manson  in  New  York — 

“  Can  you  telegraph  me  twenty-one  thousand  dollars  ? 
Will  forward  as  security  sixty  thousand  par-value  Northern 
Pacific.” 

Th  is  handed  over,  he  returned  to  his  office,  opened 
the  safe,  took  out  the  Northern  Pacific  securities,  and 
placed  them  on  his  desk.  For  an  hour  and  a  half  he  was 
busy  giving  directions  to  this  man  or  that,  then  a  telegram 
was  brought  in  to  him  from  Philip  Manson. 

“Very  sorry,  but  have  lost  everything  I  possessed  in 
yesterday’s  panic.” 

“  Poor  old  Manson  !  ”  mused  Steele,  sadly.  “  So  he 
was  caught  in  the  trap  too.  Well,  after  all,  when  an  old 
and  experienced  man  is  nipped,  there  is  some  excuse  for 
myself.” 

He  thrust  the  securities  in  his  pocket,  put  on  his  hat, 
and  paid  a  visit  to  Colonel  Beck.  That  benign  gentle¬ 
man  received  him  with  beaming  effusion. 

“  Ah,  Mr.  Steele,  I  am  so  sorry  we  were  out  when 
you  called  last  evening.  It  was  a  little  dinner  to  which 
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I  had  accepted  an  invitation  more  than  a  week  ago,  little 
dreaming  that  such  a  financial  storm  was  about  to  break 
over  our  heads.  Sit  down,  Steele,  sit  down.  What  can 
I  do  for  you  ?  ” 

“  You  can  lend  me  twenty-one  thousand  dollars.” 

The  smile  faded  from  the  cherubic  face  of  the  Colonel, 
and  a  shade  of  melancholy  took  its  place. 

“  You  mean,  then,  that  your  margins  have  all  but 
disappeared  ?  ” 

“That  is  exactly  what  I  mean.” 

“  Would  twenty-one  thousand  save  you  ?  ” 

“  You  can  tell  that  better  than  I,  Colonel,  being 
more  in  the  confidence  of  the  Rockervelts.  I  offer  you 
as  security  nearly  three  times  the  amount  in  Northern 
Pacific  stock.” 

The  Colonel  slowly  shook  his  head. 

“  I  shouldn’t  ask  for  security  at  all,  Mr.  Steele,  if  I 
had  the  ready  money,  but  this  unexpected  crisis  has  tied 
up  all  the  funds  at  my  disposal.” 

“  Unexpected  !  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  you  did 
not  know  the  dividend  was  to  be  passed  ?  ” 

Colonel  Beck  placed  the  tips  of  his  fingers  together, 
and  gazed  across  the  apex  before  him  at  the  young  man, 
more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

“  My  dear  Mr.  Steele,  I  have  no  doubt  you  heard  the 
news  before  I  did.  As  I  told  you  in  this  very  room, 
large  dividends  had  been  earned,  and  of  course  I  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  they  would  be  declared.  Then  you 
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say,  quite  justly,  if  a  dividend  was  earned,  why  was  it  not 
declared  ?  The  reason  is  a  most  convincing  one,  and  I 
am  expecting  every  moment  Mr.  Rockervelt  to  give  it  to 
the  public.  When  he  does  so,  people  will  learn  how 
senseless  is  the  panic  which  has  ensued  over  what  is,  after 
all,  an  exceedingly  simple  matter — one  of  those  exigencies 
of  business  which  are  constantly  occurring.  While  I 
was  in  New  York  I  was  consulted  about  the  case  ;  indeed, 
the  main  lines  of  the  deal  were  settled,  although  the 
method  of  payment  was  left  open.  You  may  be  aware 
that  Mr.  Rockervelt  is  aiming  at  the  Pacific  coast,  and 
gradually  extending  his  lines  to  the  West.  Very  well. 
About  a  week  ago  he  got  a  private  offer  of  the  L.  S.  &  D. 
Road,  for  which  at  the  present  moment  he  has  no  use, 
but  which  in  a  few  years’  time,  when  he  makes  certain 
connections,  will  be  a  most  valuable  link  in  his  chain 
to  California.  Now,  Mr.  Rockervelt  seeks  advice,  and 
listens  to  it,  but  no  man  can  tell  whether  he  will  follow 
that  advice  or  not.  The  information  I  have  received 
from  New  York  is  to  the  effect  that  at  the  last  moment 
Mr.  Rockervelt  made  up  his  mind  that  instead  of  declar¬ 
ing  a  large  dividend,  as  he  might  have  done,  he  would 
put  the  amount  in  the  L.  S.  &  D.  Road.  Of  course,  he 
could  have  explained  this  at  the  meeting,  but  he  did  not 
do  so,  and  there  I  think  he  was  wrong.  However,  as 
you  know,  he  works  along  his  own  lines,  and  perhaps  his 
announcement  might  have  raised  difficulties  before  all  the 
papers  were  signed.  I  imagine  this  is  why  he  has  made 


THE  FIRST  CAST  OF  THE  DICE  hi 


no  statement.  The  truth  is  that  just  after  the  meeting 
he  left  in  his  private  car  for  the  West,  intending  to  go 
over  the  L.  S.  &  D.  Road,  but  I  am  sure  that  when  he 
realizes  the  effect  of  his  reticence  on  the  business  affairs 
of  the  country,  he  will  be  prompt  to  make  his  explanation, 
and  save  any  further  depreciation  of  securities.  His 
manifesto  will  doubtless  appear  in  to-night’s  papers,  or  in 
the  morning  sheets  at  the  latest.” 

“  I’m  afraid  that  won’t  help  me,  Colonel  Beck,  and 
as  you  are  yourself  unable  to  accommodate  me  with  the 
money  for  a  few  days,  I  suppose  it  would  be  useless  to  ask 
if  any  of  your  wealthy  friends  would  accept  my  securities 
and  hand  me  over  the  money  ?  ” 

“  I  fear  not — I  fear  not,”  said  the  Colonel,  with  an 
air  of  inexpressible  sadness.  “  At  times  like  these  every 
one  pulls  tight  the  purse-strings.  If  I  went  to  the  richest 
friend  I  have  and  asked  to  be  accommodated  with  a  loan, 
telling  him  the  true  story  of  the  passing  of  this  dividend, 
I  am  very  sure  I  should  not  be  believed.” 

John  rose  to  his  feet,  a  wry  smile  on  his  lips. 

“  It  is  rather  deplorable,  Colonel  Beck,”  he  said 
quietly,  “  that  people  should  so  distrust  their  fellow  man, 
and  even  though  you  say  so,  I  find  it  impossible  to  believe 
that  any  one  should  suspect  you  of  setting  a  trap.” 

“  Ah,  well,”  sighed  the  Colonel,  “  we  must  take  life 
as  we  find  it,  you  know,  and  not  as  we  would  have  it. 
Time  sets  all  things  right,  and  I  am  old  enough  to  be 
philosophical.  Must  you  go  ?  Well,  drop  in  when  you 
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can,  and  if  the  financial  tension  relaxes,  I  may  be  able  to 
be  of  some  assistance.” 

John  went  downstairs  and,  as  on  a  former  occasion, 
expressing  a  wish  to  see  the  young  lady  of  the  house,  was 
conducted  into  the  morning-room,  where  she  greeted 
him,  as  it  seemed  to  his  now  over-sensitive  nerves,  some¬ 
what  distantly. 

“  Sadie,”  he  said,  “I  told  you  in  this  room  that  I  was 
worth  three  hundred  thousand  dollars;  that  I  was  earning 
a  salary  of  five  thousand  dollars  a  year,  and  that  within 
two  months  I  expected  to  be  a  millionaire.  I  must  now 
inform  you  that  all  my  money  has  been  swept  away,  that 
I  am  about  to  resign  my  five  thousand  a  year,  and  that  I 
shall  probably  never  be  more  of  a  millionaire  than  I  am 
at  the  present  moment.” 

u  Oh,  Em  so  sorry,”  said  the  girl,  with  the  breathless 
haste  of  one  who  is  confronted  by  a  condition,  and  does 
not  know  the  exact  words  that  fit  it. 

“  I  am  sorry  too,”  said  John,  simply. 

He  stood  there  for  a  full  minute,  and  there  was  silence 
between  them,  until  at  last  the  girl  appeared  to  force  herself 
to  speak. 

“  Still,  you  are  young,  Mr.  Steele,  and  this  is  a  country 
of  great  opportunities,  is  it  not  ?  ” 

aI  think  it  is,”  said  John,  with  a  grin  ;  a  yes,  it  is 
generally  understood  to  be  a  land  of  excellent  chances, 
and,  as  you  say,  I  am  young,  much  younger  than  when 
I  was  in  this  room  last  time.  I  knew  as  a  general 


THE  FIRST  CAST  OF  THE  DICE  113 

proposition  I  was  young,  but  I  had  no  idea  I  was  the 
infant  I  have  found  myself  to  be.” 

As  he  spoke  the  girl  drew  herself  up,  and  tried  to 
assume  an  air  of  haughty  indignation. 

“  If  you  are  laughing  at  me,”  she  said,  “  I  think  it  is 
very  unkind.” 

UI  give  you  my  word,  Miss  Beck,  that  I  do  not  feel 
much  like  laughing,  and  least  of  all  at  you.  I  merely 
came  in  to  bid  you  good-bye.” 

He  held  out  his  hand,  and  she  took  it  gingerly,  at 
arm’s  length,  as  it  were. 

“  Good-bye,”  she  said,  “  and  I  wish  you  luck.” 

“Thank  you,”  replied  John,  simply. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 


AN  IMPENDING  CHANGE 

To  borrow  money  at  any  time  is  difficult ;  to  borrow 
during  a  panic  is  impossible.  John  Steele  spent  the  first 
half  of  the  second  day  of  the  crisis  in  attempting  the 
impossible.  Every  man  to  whom  he  applied  seemed  to 
be  in  the  same  position  as  himself.  All  stocks  had  come 
down  in  sympathy  with  the  Rockervelt  slump,  and  it 
seemed  as  if  every  person  supposed  to  be  rich  was  then 
engaged  in  a  frantic  endeavour  to  prevent  ruin  by  putting 
up  all  the  ready  money  in  hand,  or  else  trying,  like  John 
himself,  to  borrow. 

About  half-past  twelve  he  gave  up  the  quest,  and 
made  a  second  call  on  his  brokers.  It  was  the  junior 
partner  again  who  received  him. 

“  Ah,  Mr.  Steele,”  cried  the  broker,  “  here  you  are, 
eh  ?  They  say  all  things  come  to  him  who  waits.” 

“  That  isn’t  true  in  my  case,”  replied  John.  “  I’ve 
been  waiting  all  day  for  money  and  couldn’t  get  it.  It 
didn’t  come.” 

“Well,  I’ve  been  waiting  for  you,”  rejoined  the 
broker.  “  I  have  had  messengers  after  you  all  over 
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town.  Called  at  your  rooms,  at  your  office,  at  your 
club  ;  found  any  number  of  people  who  had  just  seen 
you,  but  not  one  of  the  searchers  caught  sight  of  you” 

“  What’s  the  news  ?  ”  asked  John,  without  much 
hope. 

“We  hung  on  to  your  stock  till  ten  minutes  to 
twelve,  and  then  we  had  to  let  it  go.  We  were  lucky 
enough  to  get  a  purchaser  for  the  whole  block  at  a  price 
that  just  cleared  us,  but  I  can  tell  you  I  spent  a  bad 
quarter  of  an  hour  before  I  got  into  touch  with  him.” 

“  When  you  say  cleared,  I  suppose  you  mean  that 
I’m  entirely  wiped  out,  but  you  got  from  under  without 
loss.” 

“  I  don’t  know  a  better  way  of  putting  it  than  that,” 
replied  the  broker. 

“  I  didn’t  think  there  was  a  man  in  town  with  ready 
money  enough  to  make  such  a  purchase  to-day.  I  wish 
I  had  managed  to  encounter  him.  Perhaps  I  might  have 
detached  twenty-one  thousand  dollars  from  him.” 

“It  is  very  likely,  for  he  is  a  friend  of  yours,  and 
from  your  own  office.  He  said  there  was  no  secret  about 
it  ;  so  I  may  as  well  tell  you  the  purchaser  is  Mr.  Blair, 
general  manager  of  the  Midland.” 

“  Oh,  he’s  back  from  New  York,  is  he  ?  ” 

“Yes,  he  returned  this  morning.  Haven’t  you  seen 
him  ?  Haven’t  you  been  at  your  office  at  all  to-day?” 

“  No,  I’ve  been  calling  on  friends  and  acquaintances. 
I  suppose  the  stock  is  going  up  now  ?  ” 
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“Well,  such  a  large  purchase  had  first  the  effect  of 
putting  the  brakes  on  its  downhill  course,  and  now  it  has 
recovered  two  points.  Then  the  news  from  New  York 
is  encouraging.  It  seems  that  the  Rockervelt  forces,  both 
in  New  York  and  Chicago,  are  buying  all  that  is  offered. 
You  see,  Mr.  Rockervelt  himself  left  for  the  West  just 
before  the  scare,  and  I  imagine  he  didn’t  realize  how 
serious  it  was.” 

“Quite  so.  I  heard  he  had  gone  West.  Pity  there 
are  no  telegraph  wires  to  the  West,  isn’t  it  r  ” 

The  broker  laughed. 

“  Oh,  I  guess  Mr.  Rockervelt  is  as  foxy  as  they 
make  ’em.  I  don’t  suppose  he’s  lost  anything  over  this 
shake-up,  and  perhaps  he  thought  it  was  a  good  time  to 
squeeze  a  little  of  the  dampness  out  of  the  stock.  I  expect 
a  very  rapid  recovery.  The  country  is  prosperous,  and 
from  the  way  things  look  this  last  hour  or  two,  we’ve 
been  going  through  a  little  squall,  but  not  entering  upon 
a  financial  crisis.” 

“That’s  a  blessing,”  said  John,  with  a  sigh;  “still, 
the  squall  has  upset  my  canoe,  even  if  the  big  liners  ride 
through  it.  Good-bye.” 

Once  outside,  instead  of  feeling  depressed,  as  he  had 
expected,  John  experienced  an  unaccountable  thrill  of 
elation.  The  disaster  was  complete  ;  complete  beyond 
recall ;  complete  in  spite  of  anything  he  did  or  did  not 
do.  The  very  finality  of  the  catastrophe  seemed  to  lift 
a  weight  that  had  been  oppressing  him  for  a  night  and 
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a  day.  He  remembered  that  he  had  had  practically  no 
dinner  the  evening  before,  and  no  breakfast  that  morning, 
and  now  a  fierce  and  healthy  hunger,  which  seemed  to 
have  been  biding  its  time,  sprang  upon  him.  A  glance 
at  his  watch  showed  that  it  was  nearly  two  o’clock.  He 
walked  rapidly  to  the  University  Club,  noted  for  its 
excellent  cuisine,  and  wrote  on  an  order  card  the  menu 
of  a  sumptuous  meal.  A  deferential  servitor  approached 
silently  to  his  elbow. 

“  Mr.  Steele,  No.  1623  wants  you  on  the  telephone.” 

“  All  right,  ring  him  up,  and  tell  him  I’ll  be  there  in 
a  moment  ;  and  if  he  is  impatient,  inform  him  I  am  at 
present  engaged  on  the  important  choice  between  cam- 
embert  and  brie.” 

Sending  his  order  upstairs,  he  went  into  the  little 
telephone  cabin.  He  knew  the  number  meant  the 
general  manager’s  office. 

“  Hello  !  is  that  you,  Blair? — Yes,  this  is  Steele. — 
What’s  that  ? — Oh  no,  now  that  you  mention  it,  I 
haven’t  been  there  last  night  or  this  morning.  How’s 
the  old  road  running  ? — What  ?  It  isn’t  doing  so  well 
outside. — Oh,  if  it  comes  to  that,  I’ve  been  general 
manager  and  division  superintendent  for  the  past  week, 
so  surely  you  can  act  Pooh  Bah  for  a  day.  To  tell  the 
truth,  it  seemed  to  me  that  a  road  whose  stock  was  fall¬ 
ing  so  rapidly  wasn’t  worth  general  managering  or  division 
superintending. — Levity  ?  Bless  you,  no  !  I’m  the  most 
serious  man  in  town. — Oh,  I’m  sorry  you  think  my 
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remarks  flippant.  Have  you  had  lunch  ?  I’ve  just  ordered 
a  meal  for  a  millionaire ;  come  down  and  have  a  bite 
with  me. —  Oh,  had  it,  eh  ?  You’re  an  early  bird. — 
I’ve  ordered  a  late  bird  grilled  upstairs.  Sure  you  won’t 
drop  round,  and  have  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  liqueur  ? — 
Yes,  I  see,  you’re  quite  right.  Somebody  must  attend 
to  business. — Well,  I’ll  drop  round  on  you  at  four  o’clock. 
Good-bye.” 

John  Steele  allowed  himself  a  good  hour  and  three- 
quarters  for  his  luncheon,  then  he  strolled  down  to  the 
Grand  Union  Station,  and,  exactly  as  the  big  bell  in  the 
tower  tolled  four  he  walked  into  the  general  manager’s 
room. 

Mr.  Blair  was  seated  at  his  broad  table,  and  as  he 
looked  up  his  chubby  face  was  a  study  in  various  emo¬ 
tions.  Superficially  it  wore  the  conventional,  official 
frown  which  a  great  man  may  call  to  his  aid  when  a 
subordinate’s  conduct  has  been  such  as  to  merit  dis¬ 
approval.  The  severity  of  the  frown,  however,  was 
chastened  by  the  expression  of  the  just  man,  who, 
although  righteously  offended,  is  nevertheless  prepared 
to  listen  to  an  explanation,  and  perhaps  accept  an  apology. 
The  lips  were  prepared  to  censure,  or  even,  in  a  last 
resort,  to  condemn,  although,  if  the  case  merited  leniency, 
one  would  not  be  surprised  to  hear  them  admonish  and 
advise.  It  was  the  face  of  a  simple  and  honest  man, 
willing  to  forgive,  yet  not  afraid  to  punish. 

The  eyes,  however,  rather  gave  the  situation  away. 
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In  them  twinkled  triumph  and  glee,  and  lurking  in  their 
depths  was  a  background  of  malice  and  hatred. 

“  Mr.  Steele,  I  was  amazed  to  find  on  my  return 
from  New  York  that  you  had  absented  yourself  without 
permission  from  your  duties,”  began  Mr.  Blair,  in  a 
sincere  more-in-sorrow-than-in-anger  tone. 

“  Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  said  John,  airily.  “  I  was 
general  manager  pro  tern .,  you  see,  and  a  general  manager 
may  do  what  he  pleases.  But  I  was  division  super¬ 
intendent  also,  so  I  asked  the  general  manager  for  an 
hour  or  two  off,  and  permission  was  granted  me.” 

“  As  you  know,  Mr.  Steele,  I  am  the  most  forbearing 
of  men,  but  such  a  tone  as  you  have  adopted  will  not 
do.  As  I  told  you  over  the  telephone,  I  was  surprised 
at  the  flippant  manner  you  thought  fit  to  adopt,  but  I 
expected  a  satisfactory  explanation  when  we  met  face 
to  face.” 

“  If  that  is  the  case,  sir,  I  shall  be  so  sorry  to  dis¬ 
appoint  you.  The  satisfactory  explanation  I  beg  to 
offer  for  my  absence  is,  that  I  was  busily  engaged  in 
gambling.” 

“  Gambling  !  ”  cried  Mr.  Blair,  in  astonishment ; 
“  this  is  shocking.  It  is  my  opinion  that  a  man  cannot 
be  an  efficient  servant  of  a  great  railway  and  a  speculator 
at  the  same  time.” 

“  I  quite  agree  with  you,  Mr.  Blair,  and  we  are  two 
shining  examples  of  the  truth  of  your  aphorism.  You 
are  the  most  inefficient  railway  servant  I  ever  met,  and 


i20  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

at  the  same  time  the  most  successful  gambler.  I  am  an 
excellent  railway  man  and  the  most  idiotic  speculator 
there  is  in  the  country  at  the  present  moment.  What’s 
the  use  of  wasting  that  sanctimonious  4  holier-than-thou  ’ 
look  of  yours  ?  You  know,  and  I  know,  that  you  don’t 
care  a  hang  about  my  being  away  a  day.  What  you 
want  me  here  for  is  to  gloat  over  me.  You’ve  got  my 
three  hundred  thousand  dollars  as  slick  as  any  bunco 
man  ever  achieved  a  much  smaller  sum  over  a  green 
farm  hand  from  the  country.  I’m  here,  not  to  receive 
any  censure  or  to  make  any  apology,  but  so  that  you 
may  enjoy  the  effects  of  my  humiliation  and  defeat.  I 
am  the  last  person  in  the  world  to  deprive  another  of 
innocent  amusement.  Here  I  am,  therefore.  I  have 
just  come  out  of  the  tail  end  of  the  threshing  machine, 
and  have  brought  the  remnants  for  your  inspection. 
What  do  you  think  of  them  ?  ” 

a  I  am  exceedingly  sorry  to  hear  that  you  have  been 
unfortunate  in  your  financial  transactions.” 

“  Of  course  you  are.  Thanks  ever  so  much.” 

“  Did  you  succeed  in  raising  twenty-one  thousand  on 
your  Northern  Pacific  stock  ?  ” 

“  No,  I  have  it  with  me  yet.  That  N.  P.  stock 
sticks  to  me  closer  than  any  friend  I  have  in  town. 
You  don’t  want  to  buy  it  by  any  chance  ?  ” 

“  No,”  said  Blair,  smoothly.  “I  have  quite  recently 
made  a  very  large  investment  in  Midland  shares,  re¬ 
buying  a  block  that  I  was  fortunate  enough  to  sell  at  its 
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highest  point,  and  have  therefore  no  desire  to  acquire 
further  securities  at  the  present  moment.” 

“  You’re  just  in  the  same  fix  as  all  the  rest  of  my 
acquaintances,  Mr.  Blair,  so  your  refusal  does  not  dis¬ 
appoint  me.” 

“You  lost  also  the  thirty  thousand  you  had  in  the 
bank  at  Detroit  ?  ” 

This  was  said  very  quietly,  and  for  a  moment  amazed 
the  listener  by  the  accurate  knowledge  the  elder  man 
possessed  of  his  affairs.  The  next  instant  John  Steele 
gave  utterance  to  a  shriek  of  laughter,  smiting  his  thigh 
with  his  open  palm  as  if  he  had  just  heard  the  best  joke 
in  the  world.  The  young  man  strode  up  and  down  the 
room,  giving  way  to  shout  after  shout  of  hilarity,  while 
the  elder,  all  trace  of  humbug  vanishing  from  his  face, 
rose  to  his  feet  in  alarm,  believing  that  misfortune  had 
turned  the  other’s  brain,  and  fearing  a  transformation 
into  a  sudden  savagery  that  might  make  his  isolated 
position  one  of  danger.  His  eyes  rested  longingly  on 
the  door,  while  his  hand  nervously  sought  the  electric 
button.  John,  seeing  these  premonitions  of  interruption, 
controlled  himself  with  an  effort,  and  stammered — 

“  Sit  down,  Blair  ;  it’s  all  right.  Don’t  get 
frightened.  I’ll  explain  in  a  minute.  You  see,  it  was 
this  way,”  said  John,  coming  up  in  front  of  the  table 
again,  and  resolutely  crushing  down  his  bubbling 
tendency  to  merriment ;  “  that  thirty  thousand  was 
deposited  in  the  Detroit  Bank  by  my  late  uncle.  I 
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possess  my  own  little  bank  account  here,  which  I  have 
been  adding  to  week  by  week.  Consequently,  I  never 
needed  to  draw  a  cheque  upon  Detroit.  Now,  the  funny 
thing  is  that  I  have  been  searching  this  town  from  cellar 
to  garret  that  I  might  borrow  twenty-one  thousand 
dollars,  and  all  the  while  I  could  have  drawn  my  own 
cheque  for  the  amount,  and  had  nine  thousand  odd  left 
over.” 

“  Do  you  mean  to  say,  then,”  said  Blair,  visibly 
disappointed,  “  that  you  didn’t  put  in  the  thirty  thousand 
as  margin  ?  ” 

“  I  did  not.  Do  you  feel  you  ought  to  have  a  cheque 
for  that  thirty  thousand  ?  You  remind  me  of  the  hotel 
keeper  at  a  summer  resort  down  East,  whose  customer 
said  :  ‘  You  have  made  a  mistake  in  my  bill ;  ’  and  when 
the  proprietor  denied  that  there  could  be  any  error,  the 
guest  explained  :  ‘  Oh,  there  must  be,  for  I  have  still 
ten  dollars  left.’  The  beautiful  part  of  it  is,  Blair,  that 
if  I  had  thought  of  my  thirty  thousand  I  would  have  put 
it  in  ;  so  I  am  mighty  glad  I  didn’t  think  of  it,  for  it 
would  not  have  saved  me.  I  was  looking  over  the 
figures  of  the  decline  on  the  tape  at  the  club,  and  found 
that  the  stuff  reached  its  lowest  point  at  about  half-past 
eleven,  and  that  point  would  have  not  only  wiped  out 
my  thirty  thousand,  but  another  thirty  thousand  as  well. 
The  brokers  told  me  they  had  hung  on  till  ten  minutes 
to  twelve,  but  they  evidently  knew  their  customer,  and 
got  out  on  the  rise.  I  am  afraid,  Blair,  that  even  brokers 
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are  not  truthful  men.  It’s  a  wonder  that  staunch,  true 
hearts  like  you  and  me  can  make  a  living  in  this  deceitful 
world.  Well,  Mr.  Blair,  I  have  come  to  bid  you  good¬ 
bye,  and  I  venture  to  predict  that  I’ll  have  more  fun  out 
of  that  thirty  thousand  dollars  than  I  had  out  of  the 
three  hundred  thousand.  Wealth  isn’t  everything  here 
below.  Meanwhile  keep  on  living  a  virtuous  life,  and 
you  will  reap  your  reward  by-and-by.  Never  become 
discouraged  in  well-doing.  Ta-ta.” 

With  that  John  Steele  took  his  departure  from  the 
Grand  Union  Station,  packed  up  his  traps,  and  took 
train  for  Detroit,  where  he  lifted  his  money  from  the 
bank,  and  left  on  the  night  express  for  New  York. 

Here  he  rented  Drawer  907  in  the  Broadway  Safe 
Deposit  Vaults,  and  in  this  drawer  he  placed  his  Northern 
Pacific  stock  and  locked  it  up.  He  next  turned  his 
money,  all  but  a  thousand  dollars,  into  a  letter  of  credit 
on  Europe  ;  then  bought  a  first-class  ticket  to  France 
on  the  biggest  boat  sailing  that  week.  He  determined 
to  burn  his  bridges  behind  him  before  he  called  on  his 
old  friend  Philip  Manson,  for  he  knew  instinctively  that 
Manson  would  strongly  disapprove  of  the  course  he  had 
laid  out  for  himself,  and,  remembering  his  great  esteem 
and  affection  for  Manson,  he  was  not  sure  enough  of 
himself  to  venture  within  the  circle  of  his  influence 
without  some  extraneous  aid  to  hold  him  to  his 
purpose. 

It  was  nearing  twelve  o’clock  when  he  went  up  in 
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one  of  the  half-dozen  elevators  of  the  huge  Rockervelt 
building,  and  was  ushered  into  Philip  Manson’s  room. 

“  Hello,  Mr.  Manson,  how  are  you  ?  ”  he  cried 
cheerily,  as  his  former  chief  rose  to  greet  him. 

Although  he  called  the  much  more  important  general 
manager  plain  “  Blair,”  he  never  was  able  to  drop  the 
prefix  “  Mr.”  from  Manson’s  name.  His  respect  for 
his  solemn  friend  was  as  deep  as  his  affection,  and  the 
strong  regard  manifested  itself  unconsciously  in  this 
manner.  Manson’s  appearance  gave  no  indication  that 
he  had  passed  through  a  crisis  which  had  ruined  him. 
He  was  the  same  quiet,  reserved  man  he  had  always 
been,  and  a  touch  of  gray  at  the  temples  was  all  the 
change  John  noticed  as  having  taken  place  since  he  saw 
him  last.  The  stern  face  relaxed  into  a  bright  expression 
of  welcome  as  he  shook  hands  with  the  young  man  from 
the  West. 

“  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,”  said  Manson.  “  Did 
you  get  my  letter  ?  ” 

a  No,  I  left  Warmington  the  day  I  telegraphed  you.” 

a  Ah,  well,  it  doesn’t  matter.  It  was  merely  about 
your  telegram  I  wrote.  I  am  very  sorry  indeed  that 
it  proved  impossible  for  me  to  send  you  the  money,  and 
I  merely  wrote  a  fuller  explanation  than  my  telegram 
contained.” 

u  You  got  caught  in  the  crash,  then  ?”  said  Steele. 

“Yes,  everything  I  possessed  was  swept  away.  It 
serves  me  right  for  doing  what  I  never  did  in  my  life 
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before,  which  is  to  dabble  in  stocks.  Was  I  right  in 
supposing  from  your  telegram  that  you  also  had  become 
involved  ?  ” 

“Yes,  and  if  you  had  sent  me  the  money  it  would 
have  been  lost  ;  so  you  see,  you  don’t  need  to  regret 
that  you  didn’t  have  it.  The  funny  thing  is  that  I 
had  myself  thirty  thousand  dollars  in  the  Detroit  Bank, 
which,  in  the  excitement  of  the  day,  slipped  my 
memory  as  effectually  as  if  it  had  been  only  thirty 
cents.” 

“  And  did  you  save  it  ?  ”  asked  Manson,  with  as 
near  an  approach  to  eagerness  as  he  could  show. 

“  Oh  yes,  but  the  saving  was  an  act  of  Providence, 
as  we  always  try  to  make  out  our  accidents  are,  and 
not  through  any  sanity  on  my  part.  How  did  you  come 
to  put  everything  in  stocks  ?  I  thought  you  never 
gambled  ?  ” 

“  I  didn’t  up  till  about  a  week  ago.  Colonel  Beck 
gave  me  the  straight  tip,  which  I  understood  came  direct 
from  Mr.  Rockervelt,  and  I  was  foolish  enough  to  act 
upon  it.” 

“  He  did  the  same  kind  office  for  me  ;  but  he’s  merely 
a  stool-pigeon  for  old  Blair.  Blair  was  the  man  behind 
the  gun.” 

“We  have  no  proof  of  that,”  said  Manson,  judicially. 

“  /  have  proof.  Blair  didn’t  hesitate  to  confess  as 
much  after  he  had  raked  in  my  money.  Blair’s  one  of 
those  oily  hypocrites  who  smile  and  smile,  and  remain 
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the  villain.  He  never  forgives,  though  he  may  appear 
to  do  so.” 

“You  were  always  inclined  to  be  prejudiced  against 
Mr.  Blair,  John,”  said  Manson,  meditatively.  “  Still, 
there’s  little  use  in  talking  of  what  is  past.  I  suppose 
you  read  Mr.  Rockervelt’s  statement  in  the  papers  ?  ” 

“  Admirable  piece  of  virtuous  indignation,  isn’t  it  ? 
What  a  beautiful  sermon  against  all  speculation  !  And 
yet  it  is  stated  very  freely  that  those  on  the  inside  have 
made  millions  by  selling  the  road  and  buying  it  back 
again.  I  wonder  what  fool  it  was  that  said  you  couldn’t 
have  your  cake  and  eat  it  too.” 

“  Well,  let’s  think  no  more  about  it.  When  are  you 
going  back  West,  John  ?” 

“I  leave  to-morrow,  at  noon,  but  I  don’t  go  West; 
I  go  East.” 

“  East  ?  ” 

“Yes;  I  sail  on  the  first  out-going  liner  to-morrow, 
and  hope  to  drop  off  in  France.” 

“Why,  you’ve  never  given  up  your  situation,  have 
you  ?  ” 

“  Oh  yes,  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  remain.  I’m 
done  with  railroading.” 

“  Nonsense  !  What’s  your  purpose  ?  ” 

u  Mr.  Manson,  I  don’t  exactly  know.  Reason  tells 
me  that  I’m  no  worse  off  than  I  was  the  day  my  uncle 
died,  when  I  had  little  thought  of  coming  into  any 
money  I  didn’t  earn.  Indeed,  I  am  very  much  better 
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off.  My  salary  has  been  doubled.  I  have  thirty 
thousand  dollars  in  cash,  and  a  bundle  of  Northern 
Pacific  securities  which  has  just  been  placed  in  the 
Broadway  Safe  Deposit.  I  don’t  understand  myself  in 
the  least.  Reason  tells  me  that  I  ought  to  get  angry 
and  slaughter  somebody,  yet  I  feel  no  resentment.  I 
am  hurt,  rather,  that  I  was  sand-bagged  in  the  house  of 
my  friends.  Still,  even  that  fact  doesn’t  appear  to  affect 
me  much.  Nevertheless,  there’s  a  change.  I  suspect 
it’s  the  beginning  of  dry-rot.  I  fear  that  from  being 
a  useful  man  I  have  become  a  useless  one.  The  utter 
folly  of  hard  work,  faithful  service,  reasonable  honesty, 
and  all  that,  has  been  brought  home  to  me.” 

“  Nonsense,  nonsense,  John  !”  expostulated  Manson. 

“  I  am  not  theorizing,  Mr.  Manson,  but  am  merely 
trying  to  explain  something  to  you  which  I  do  not 
myself  understand.  My  uncle  managed  to  get  together 
a  certain  amount  of  money  during  thirty-five  years.  I 
lost  that  money  in  as  many  hours.  If  I  worked  honestly 
like  a  beaver  for  the  next  ten,  fifteen,  or  twenty  years,  it 
is  unlikely  I  could  save  that  much  ;  yet  my  dear  friend 
Blair,  during,  say,  half  an  hour’s  silent  meditation, 
evolves  a  plan,  perfectly  legal,  by  which  the  money  is 
transferred  from  my  bank  account  to  his — transferred 
beyond  possibility  of  recall.  You  will  say,  perhaps,  as 
my  broker  said,  that  I  am  just  as  bad  as  he.  I  expected 
to  place  some  one  else’s  money  in  my  bank  account, 
beyond  recall,  and  didn’t  succeed.  Therefore  I  make 
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a  row.  But  the  truth  is,  I  am  not  making  a  row.  I 
admit  all  any  critic  may  say  of  my  folly,  but  I  realize 
that  being  an  honest,  hard-working,  efficient  man  doesn’t 
pay  in  this  country.  At  least,  it  pays  only  in  allowing 
you  to  scrape  together  a  modest  competency,  which  may 
be  quite  lawfully  filched  from  you  in  ten  minutes. 
You  will  add,  I  am  a  fool  to  throw  over  my  shoulder 
a  situation  worth  five  thousand  a  year.  You  may  even 
mention  the  hundred  thousand  young  fellows  of  my  age 
who  would  jump  at  my  chance.  I  admit  all  that ;  I 
admit  I’m  a  fool  ;  I  admit  anything.  I  am  the  most 
open-minded  person  on  earth  at  the  present  moment, 
and  the  least  argumentative.  I  am  like  a  boat  that  has 
been  tied  to  a  pier  until  somebody  has  cut  the  rope, 
sending  it  adrift.  If  you  ask  the  boat  where  it’s  going, 
it  doesn’t  know.  I  don’t  know  what  I’m  going  to  do. 
I  am  only  aware  that  I’ve  got  close  on  thirty  thousand 
dollars  in  a  letter  of  credit.  I  can  have  a  high  old  time 
on  that  money  for  a  year  in  Paris.  I  can  have  an 
hilarious  time  on  it  for  two  years  in  various  capitals. 
I  can  study  in  Germany  with  the  greatest  luxury  for 
five  or  ten  years  on  that  amount,  or  I  can  live  thirty 
years  in  Europe  in  some  quiet  out-of-the-way  place  and 
be  sure  I  shan’t  die  of  starvation.  I’m  all  at  sea,  like 
the  boat  I  was  speaking  of.  I  thought  I  knew  John 
Steele  pretty  well,  but  I  find  I  don’t  know  him  at 
all.  All  his  ideas  of  morality,  energy,  industry,  have 
turned  somersaults.  I  am  going  over  to  Europe, 
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where  it’s  quiet,  to  get  acquainted  with  the  new  John 
Steele.” 

Philip  Manson  had  been  regarding  him  with  almost 
painful  concentration  while  he  spoke,  and  when  the 
harangue  was  finished  he  said,  soothingly,  persuasively, 
looking  at  John — 

“  Come  with  me  up  to  the  Adirondacks  and  enjoy  a 
week’s  fishing,  or  to  Maine,  and  put  in  two  weeks,  or  to 
Canada,  and  stay  three  weeks.” 

Steele  laughed  heartily. 

“  Oh  yes,  I  know.  Why  don’t  you  advise  me  to  go 
to  some  sanitarium  and  consult  a  physician  on  mental 
aberration  ?  I  want  to  fish,  but  it  is  to  fish  out  the 
secrets  of  John  Steele.  By  this  time  to-morrow  I  shall 
be  kissing  the  tips  of  my  fingers  to  the  statue  of 
Liberty.” 

“John,”  said  Manson,  solemnly,  “  you  are  taking  a 
false  step.  If  you  go  to  Europe  in  this  frame  of  mind, 
you  are  making  a  grave  mistake  which  may  not  be  easily 
remedied.  Opportunities  come  once,  twice,  thrice,  but 
they  don’t  come  always,  and  if  they  find  a  man  per¬ 
sistently  not  at  home,  they  pass  on.  In  a  year  or  two 
this  little  set-back  you  have  experienced  will  have  almost 
completely  passed  away  from  your  mind.  Look  at  me. 
I  am  a  much  older  man  than  you.  I  have  lost  every¬ 
thing  I  succeeded  in  accumulating,  yet  I  set  my  face 
toward  re-earning  it.  You  are  on  the  threshold  of  a 
great  success  ;  you  have  in  you  the  making  of  a  first-class 
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general  manager.  Now,  I  can  well  understand  that  you 
don’t  care  to  be  in  an  office  that  contains  Mr.  Blair. 
I  cannot  say  I  blame  you  for  that,  but  Mr.  Rockervelt 
will  be  back  here  the  day  after  to-morrow.  You  wait 
till  he  comes ;  I’ll  go  in  and  see  him,  and  I  am  sure  you 
will  be  offered  a  position  that  will  give  you  ample  scope 
for  the  powers  we  both  know  you  to  possess.” 

Steele  shook  his  head  slowly. 

“  I  have  told  you,  and  evidently  you  don’t  believe 
it,  that  I  have  no  desire  to  develop  any  powers  of  use¬ 
fulness  I  may  possess.  I  suppose  I  am  in  the  state  of 
mind  that  makes  a  labouring  man  become  a  tramp. 
You  are  a  stalwart  oak  of  the  forest,  Mr.  Manson,  and 
the  gale  that  has  simply  ruffled  your  branches  has 
uprooted  the  sapling.” 

“  Nonsense,  John  ;  it  has  simply  given  the  sapling  a 
bit  of  a  twist.” 

“  That  may  be  so.  It  is  quite  possible  that  by  the 
time  I  touch  at  Southampton  or  Cherbourg  I  may  be 
yearning  for  that  stolid  old  statue  of  Liberty  again,  and 
perhaps  I  shall  take  the  next  steamer  back.  In  that 
case  Mr.  Rockervelt  will  have  had  the  disadvantage  of 
endeavouring  to  run  his  system  without  me  for  three 
weeks  or  thereabouts,  and  so  we  will  deal  with  him 
more  effectually  than  we  would  the  day  after  to-morrow, 
when  he  doesn’t  know  what  a  vacuum  my  absence  has 
caused.” 

“  Don’t  try  to  be  cynical,  John.  It  doesn’t  sound 
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convincing  from  the  lips  of  so  sensible  and  capable  a 
young  fellow  as  you  are.” 

“On  the  other  hand,”  John  went  on  unheeding,  “it 
may  be  that  I  have  taken  to  the  road  ;  that  I  am  in 
reality  the  tramp  I  feel  myself  to  be.  Perhaps  there  has 
been  a  mistake  in  the  outset,  and  Europe  is  really  my 
country,  not  America.  My  father  was  born  over  there, 
and  who  knows  but  that  thousands  of  years  of  ancestry 
are  calling  to  me.  That  is  a  question  Europe  will  settle. 
I  half  suspect  that  I  shall  feel  so  out  of  it  after  a  month 
over  there  that  you’ll  find  me  again  coming  up  this 
express  elevator  before  you  realize  I’ve  been  away. 
Anyhow,  my  steamer  ticket  is  in  my  pocket,  and  I  am 
off  to  Cherbourg  or  wherever  they  like  to  land  me,  in 
the  morning.  And  now,  Mr.  Manson,  you  know  this 
wicked  city  better  than  I  do.  Let’s  get  out  to  some 
good  eating  house  and  enjoy  a  substantial  meal.  What’s 
the  best  restaurant  in  town  ?  It  isn’t  every  day  a 
capitalist  asks  you  to  lunch  with  him.  I’m  the  prodigal 
son,  so  we’ll  reverse  the  ancient  parable  and  kill  the 
fatted  calf  before  I  start  on  my  travels.” 


CHAPTER  IX 


love’s  spectre 

John  Steele  sat  at  one  of  the  little  round  tables  in  the 
Cafe  Germania,  where  a  customer  may  have  brown 
Munich  beer  in  a  big  stone  mug  with  a  white  metal  lid. 
The  cafe  was  very  full,  so  also  were  some  of  the  habitues ; 
and  on  a  raised  platform  at  the  corner  were  seated  the 
members  of  a  Viennese  band,  giving  forth  music  in  the 
smoke-beclouded  room.  Steele  was  waiting  for  a  friend, 
and  had  turned  a  chair  face  forward  against  the  little 
table,  that  a  place  might  be  ready  for  him  when  he 
arrived.  With  his  fountain-pen  the  young  man  had  just 
written  a  cable  despatch,  in  answer  to  a  transatlantic 
message  that  lay  before  him,  mutilated  somewhat  in  its 
English,  as  is  the  habit  of  Italian  telegraph  offices,  but 
still  understandable,  which  was  lucky,  for  more  often  than 
not  a  telegram  in  a  foreign  language  comes  out  second 
best  after  an  encounter  with  the  system  of  Italy. 

A  breezy  individual  made  his  way  through  the  smoke 
and  the  throng  to  the  vacant  chair,  tipped  it  back,  and 
sat  down  in  it. 

“  I’m  late,  as  usual,  John,”  he  said  ;  “  but  that  is  one 
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of  my  official  prerogatives.  So  I  won’t  apologize,  but 
will  make  it  up  in  beer,  now  that  I  am  here.” 

“  Th  ere  is  little  use  of  being  United  States  Consul  at 
Naples  if  you  can’t  do  as  you  like,  Jimmy.  There  isn’t 
any  too  much  money  in  the  office,  so  one  must  seek 
compensation  in  other  directions.” 

u  Do  as  I  like  ?  That’s  exactly  what  I  can’t  do.  Ell 
be  hanged  if  every  citizen  of  the  great  Republic  that 
blows  in  on  me  in  Naples  doesn’t  seem  to  imagine  I’m  a 
sort  of  man-of-all-work  for  him.  And  I’m  expected  to 
be  polite,  and  to  fetch  and  carry  for  all  concerned.  Truth 
to  tell,  Steele,  I’m  tired  of  it ;  I’ve  a  notion  to  chuck  the 
whole  outfit  and  go  back.  Now,  to-night,  I  was  kept  at 
my  office  long  after  business  hours  by  a  persistent  man 
who  would  not  take  i  No  ’  for  an  answer — actually 
thought  I  was  lying  to  him,  and  had  the  cheek  to  inti¬ 
mate  as  much.” 

“  And  were  you  ?  ” 

“  Certainly  I  was  ;  but  it  was  not  etiquette  for  him  to 
throw  out  any  hints  about  my  lack  of  veracity.  It  was 
all  on  your  account,  and  I’d  indulge  in  any  amount  of 
fiction  to  oblige  a  friend.  He  wanted  your  address,  and 
wanted  it  badly  ;  but  I  didn’t  know  that  you  were  anxious 
to  see  him,  so  I  prevaricated  and  told  him  that  if  he  came 
in  to-morrow  morning,  I’d  see  if  I  could  get  it  for  him.” 

“  That1  's  singular.  No  one  has  been  looking  for  me 
for  years  past.  I  thought  and  hoped  I  had  been  forgotten 
over  in  the  States.  What  was  his  name  ?  ” 
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“Here  is  his  card.  Colonel  Beck,  of  New  York.” 

“  Colonel  Beck.  Thunder  !  ” 

“Know  him  ?  Don’t  wish  to  see  him,  I  take  it.” 

“No,  I  don’t,  and  I’m  much  obliged  to  you,  Stokes, 
for  holding  him  off.  How  long  is  he  going  to  stay  in 
Naples  ?  ” 

“  Said  he  was  going  to  stay  till  he  found  you.” 

“  In  that  case  I’ll  strike  for  Calabria  or  Sicily  or 
somewhere  ;  get  among  the  real  brigands  and  avoid  this 
pirate.  He  used  to  be  a  legal  adviser  to  the  Rockervelts, 
and  probably  is  yet.  Supposed  to  be  rich  through  fleecing 
innocent  lambs  like  myself.  The  shorn  lamb,  however, 
avoids  the  wolf,  so  I’m  off  to-morrow  morning.” 

“  What’s  the  use  of  leaving  now  if  your  fleece  is 
gone  ?  He  can’t  hurt  you.  Did  he  shear  you  in  days 
gone  past  ?  ” 

“  It’s  a  long  story.  What  strikes  me,  however,  is  the 
coincidence  of  old  Beck  turning  up  at  this  moment. 
There  is,  in  fact,  a  coincidence  within  a  coincidence. 
Read  that  cablegram.” 

Steele  shoved  over  to  his  friend  the  message  he  had 
received  that  day  from  New  York.  The  Consul  wrinkled 
his  brows  over  the  Italian-English  of  the  despatch,  and 
made  out  its  purport  to  be  as  follows— 

“  John  Steele,  Naples. 

“  Have  you  block  Northern  Pacific  ?  If  so, 
send  me  particulars  and  full  powers  to  deal.  Act  at 
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once.  Stock  booming,  but  expect  a  crash  shortly.  Come 
over  yourself  if  you  can,  immediately.  The  block  will 
make  you  rich  if  realized  without  delay. 

“  Manson.” 

“  Who  is  Manson  ?  ”  asked  the  Consul. 

“  Philip  Manson  was  my  chief  on  the  Manateau 
Midland  Railway  before  he  went  East  to  New  York.  I 
succeeded  him  on  the  Midland.  He  and  I  lost  about  all 
we  possessed  in  the  Rockervelt  panic  a  few  years  ago. 
I  was  what  you  would  call  a  ‘  quitter  ’  and  came  to 
Europe.  Manson  was  a  ‘  holdfast,’  and  so  he  is  still  in 
New  York.” 

“  Then  why  not  go  right  over  and  see  him,  instead 
of  taking  that  trip  to  Calabria  ?  ” 

“  Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  do  feel  a  yearning  for  the 
States,  but  I  think  I’ll  wait  until  I  hear  how  this  deal 
turns  out.  Read  my  answer  to  his  cablegram  ;  ”  and  the 
young  man  handed  to  his  friend  the  document  he  had 
written  before  the  other  came  in. 

“  Stock  in  Broadway  Safe  Deposit  Vaults.  Drawer 
nine  hundred  seven.  Mailed  you  ten  days  ago  key  and 
legal  papers.  Make  what  you  can,  and  we  will  share  even. 

“  Steele.” 

“  Oh,  I  was  wondering  where  I  had  seen  the  name 
‘Manson’  before!”  cried  the  Consul.  “Were  those 
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papers  you  signed  in  my  office  a  week  or  two  since  the 
documents  referred  to  ?  ” 

“  Yes.” 

a  That’s  very  strange.  You  sent  them  across  ten 
days  before  you  got  the  request  for  them.” 

“  Exactly.  Those  shares  had  rested  for  years  in  the 
Safe  Deposit  Vaults.  Manson  had  never  referred  to 
them  in  his  letters  to  me,  and  I  had  never  referred  to 
them  in  my  letters  to  him,  yet  I  suddenly  made  up  my 
mind  to  throw  them  on  the  market.” 

“  Why,  that  almost  makes  a  person  believe  there  is 
something  in  this  thought-wave  theory — telepathy,  or 
whatever  they  call  it.” 

“I  am  afraid  it  has  a  much  more  prosaic  origin.  A 
fortnight  since  you  told  me  there  had  been  a  tremendous 
rise  in  Northern  Pacific  stock.  That  set  me  thinking, 
and  I  remembered  I  had  a  number  of  shares  hidden  away 
in  Drawer  907.  The  stock  was  of  no  use  to  me,  so  I 
thought  I  might  as  well  discover  how  badly  some  other 
fellow  wanted  it.  Thus  I  threw  the  onus  of  selling  on 
my  friend  Manson.” 

u  You  must  have  a  good  deal  of  confidence  in  him  to 
give  him  a  free  hand  like  that.  What’s  to  hinder  him 
from  bolting  with  the  money  ?  ” 

u  Nothing  at  all,  except  that  he  won’t  do  it.” 

“I  love  to  meet  this  charming  belief  in  one’s  fellow 
man  these  cynical  times,  but  I  thought  you  said  you  lost 
money  with  him.  Was  he  your  partner  ?  ” 
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“  No.  The  losing  of  the  money  was  through  no  fault 
of  his.  He  had  nothing  to  do  with  my  speculation. 
We  were  merely  in  the  same  boat,  that’s  all.  Nipped 
by  the  same  pair  of  pinchers.” 

“  So  that  was  what  disgusted  you  with  America.  I 
am  disappointed  with  your  story.  Wasn’t  there  a  woman 
concerned  at  all  ?  ” 

“  No.” 

“  Where  does  our  friend  Colonel  Beck  come 
in?” 

“  Beck  comes  in  owing  to  the  fact  that  he  persuaded 
me  to  undertake  the  speculation  by  which  I  lost  several 
hundred  thousand.  He  gave  me  false  information  and 
I  believe  he  knew  it  to  be  false.” 

“  Any  proof?  ” 

“No.  Circumstantial  evidence,  that’s  all.  I  believed 
him  to  be  my  friend,  and  in  fact  acted  the  tenderfoot  to 
perfection.  I  was  even  green  enough  to  go  to  him  when 
the  crisis  came,  believing  that  a  loan  of  twenty  thousand 
or  thereabout  would  save  me  ;  but  he  refused  to  let  me 
have  the  money,  although  I  offered  this  same  stock  I  am 
cabling  about  as  security.” 

“  Perhaps  he  didn’t  have  the  money,  like  the  man 
who  neglected  to  buy  Chicago.” 

“  He  said  his  ready  money  had  been  swept  away  by 
the  panic,  which  I  doubt.  I  have  never  seen  him  since, 
and  somehow  have  no  particular  desire  to  meet  him 
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“  I  appreciate  your  feeling  in  the  matter.  By  the 
way,  Steele,  there  was  a  very  pretty  girl  with  Colonel 
Beck — a  very  pretty  girl,  and  charmingly  attired.  She 
did  not  say  a  word  all  the  time  the  Colonel  was  talking, 
but  she  looked  unutterable  things  and  was  deeply 
interested  in  our  conversation.  I  thought  she  was  a 
trifle  disappointed  when  I  told  the  Colonel  I  didn’t 
know  where  you  were.  I  supposed  she  was  the  Colonel’s 
daughter.” 

uThe  chances  are,”  mused  Steele,  “that  the  young 
lady  is  Miss  Sadie  Beck,  niece  of  the  old  gentleman. 
She  was  rather  a  handsome  girl  when  I  knew  her.” 

“  Ah  !  ”  drawled  the  Consul,  “  then  there  is  no 
particular  reason  why  she  should  be  anxious  regarding 
your  whereabouts  ?  ” 

“  None  that  I  am  aware  of.” 

“  I  see.  Well,  are  you  going  back  to  America 
after  all  ?  ” 

“  I  haven’t  quite  made  up  my  mind  what  I  shall 
do,  Jimmy,  except  that  I  shall  call  at  your  office  in 
the  morning,  and  there  mature  my  plans,  with  your 
assistance.” 

“  If  you  call  at  my  office,  you  are  more  than  likely 
to  run  against  Colonel  Beck.  I  expect  him  there  bright 
and  early.” 

“  By  Jove  !  I  had  forgotten  about  the  Colonel. 
Still,  there  is  no  hurry.  I  can  drop  in  later,  when  the 
Colonel  has  moved  on.” 
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All  arrangements,  however,  bow  to  Chance,  and 
Chance  now  intervened  to  upset  their  plans.  A  burly, 
florid-faced  man  with  white  moustache  loomed  up  before 
them,  and  a  heavy  hand  smote  Steele  on  the  shoulder 
with  a  force  that  made  him  wince  and  bite  his  lip  to 
restrain  a  cry  of  resentment. 

“  Hallo,  John,  old  man  !  ”  shouted  the  stranger,  “I 
am  mighty  glad  to  see  you.  Been  searching  the  town 
for  you  ;  called  on  that  stuck-up  Consul  of  ours,  but  he 
pretended  he  knew  nothing  about  you.  I  suppose  he 
thought  I  believed  him,  but  the  undersigned  wasn’t  born 
yesterday,  and  I  had  met  talented  prevaricators  before. 
Oh,  by  Jingo  !  this  you,  Consul  ?  I  didn’t  notice  you 
at  first.  Well,  I  stick  to  all  I  said.  You  told  me  this 
evening  that  you  didn’t  know  where  John  Steele  was, 
and  now  I  find  you  sitting  here  with  him.  I  think,  by 
Jingo  !  you  owe  me  an  apology.” 

“  I  owe  you  nothing,  Colonel,  not  even  my  appoint¬ 
ment.  Every  man  who  drifts  in  on  me  appears  to  think 
I  am  indebted  to  him  for  my  place.  I  beg  to  inform  you 
that  it  is  no  part  of  a  Consul’s  duty  to  bestow  addresses 
upon  any  stranger  who  happens  to  ask  for  them.” 

“  That’s  all  right,  Mr.  Stokes,”  replied  the  Colonel 
genially,  drawing  up  a  chair  and  seating  himself  un¬ 
invited  at  their  table.  “  It  isn’t  the  habit  of  your  uncle 
Ben  to  get  left,  and  I  knew  I  would  find  Steele  ultimately 
if  he  was  in  town.  Say,  John,  you  ought  to  be  in  New 
York  nowadays.  Things  are  booming  there.” 
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"  I  have  had  enough  of  booms,”  replied  the  young 
man,  without  enthusiasm. 

“  Nonsense  !  It’s  absurd  for  a  capable  fellow  like 
you,  and  a  talented  man,  too,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to 
say  so  before  your  face,  to  chuck  things  up  the  way 
you’ve  done.  And  that  reminds  me,  John,  did  you  ever 
sell  that  block  of  Northern  Pacific  stock  you  had  during 
the  panic  ?  ” 

“  I  never  did.” 

u  Got  it  yet,  eh  ?  Well,  I  congratulate  you.  Now, 
at  the  present  moment  that  would  form  a  very  nice  little 
nucleus  to  begin  on,  and  you  can  count  on  me  to  help 
you  till  everything’s  blue.” 

“The  stock  wasn’t  much  of  a  nucleus  last  time  I 
tendered  it  to  you,  Colonel,”  said  Steele,  dryly. 

The  Colonel  threw  back  his  head  and  laughed 
boisterously. 

“  Oh,  you  haven’t  forgotten  that  episode  yet  ?  Well, 
you  bolted  from  Warmington  so  quickly  that  I  hadn’t 
any  chance  of  giving  you  an  explanation.” 

“No  explanation  was  needed,  Colonel  Beck.  You 
refused  me  the  money  I  required,  and  were  quite  within 
your  right  in  doing  so.” 

“Yes,  but  why  did  I  refuse  you — why?  Answer 
me  that,  John.” 

The  Colonel,  with  great  good  nature,  placed  a  hand 
lovingly  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  other. 

“  Your  conundrum  is  easy  enough,”  replied  the  young 
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man,  nonchalantly.  “You  didn’t  want  to  let  me  have 
the  money,  that  was  all.” 

“  Certainly  I  didn’t ;  certainly  I  didn’t ;  and  you 
should  be  very  thankful  to  me  that  I  refused.  I  knew 
Wall  Street  a  great  deal  better  than  you  did,  my  dear 
fellow,  and  that  money  would  just  have  followed  the 
rest  into  the  pit.” 

“  I  quite  believe  you.” 

“  Yes  ;  but  you  didn’t  believe  me  then  ;  and  you  left 
my  house  in  a  huff,  without  ever  giving  me  a  chance  to 
make  my  position  clear.” 

“  If  you  had  been  anxious  to  make  it  clear,  Colonel, 
there  was  plenty  of  time  to  do  it  in.  That  was  some 
years  ago,  and  a  letter  to  Naples  costs  only  five 
cents.” 

“  True,  true,”  cried  the  Colonel,  in  the  bluff  manner 
of  an  honest  but  misunderstood  man.  “I  might  have 
expended  the  five  cents,  as  you  say,  if  I  had  known  your 
address,  but  you  had  got  on  your  high  horse,  and  had 
said  things  which  a  younger  man  should  have  hesitated 
before  applying  to  his  elder.  Now,  I  don’t  pretend  to 
be  any  better  than  my  fellows,  and  I  admit  I  was 
offended.  Such  usage  coming  from  you,  John,  hurt  me  , 
I  confess.” 

The  American  Consul,  finding  himself  an  unneeded 
third  in  what  was  drifting  into  a  private  discussion 
pushed  back  his  chair  and  rose  to  his  feet. 

“  I  must  bid  you  good  night,  Steele,”  he  said  ;  “  1 
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have  another  appointment.  I  shall  see  you  at  the  office 
to-morrow,  I  suppose  ?  ” 

“  Don’t  go,  Stokes.  The  Colonel  and  I  have  nothing 
confidential  to  discuss,”  returned  his  friend  ;  while  the 
Colonel  sat  silent,  as  if  he  thought  this  was  not  a  true 
statement  of  the  case. 

The  Consul,  however,  persisted  in  his  withdrawal, 
and  Colonel  Beck  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief  as  he  watched 
him  disappear. 

“  Yes,  my  boy,”  continued  the  Colonel,  in  a  tone  of 
tender  regret,  “  I  don’t  think  you  treated  your  friends  very 
well.  I  don’t  think  you  should  have  jumped  at  the  wrong 
conclusion  as  quickly  as  you  did.  I  would  willingly 
have  let  you  have  the  money  if  I  had  not  known  it 
was  certain  to  go  where  the  rest  of  your  cash  had  gone.” 

“  It  is  quite  possible  I  was  mistaken,  Colonel  ;  I 
always  was  rather  hot-headed,  and  if  in  this  case  I  made 
an  error,  I  now  offer  apology.” 

“  It  hurt  me — it  hurt  me  at  the  time,”  murmured 
the  Colonel,  in  reminiscent  tones ;  “  but  if  only  myself 
were  involved,  I  would  never  have  said  a  word.  I  am 
a  man  of  the  world,  and  am  accustomed  to  the  ups  and 
downs  of  the  world.  I  make  no  pretence  that  your 
silent  desertion  caused  me  permanent  grief.  I  resented 
your  impetuous  action,  but  would  never  have  spoken  if 
no  one  else  had  been  concerned.” 

“  No  one  else  concerned  ?  I  do  not  understand  you. 
Who  else  was  concerned  r  ” 
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“Well,  to  speak  frankly,  as  between  man  and  man, 
I  think  you  treated  my  niece  Sadie  rather  badly.” 

“You  astonish  me,  Colonel.  I  never  treated  any 
woman  badly.” 

“  I  have  been  all  my  life  a  very  busy  man,”  rejoined 
the  Colonel,  with  more  of  severity  in  his  tone  than  had 
hitherto  been  the  case,  “  and  I  frankly  admit  that  much 
went  on  in  my  own  household  of  which  I  was  not 
cognizant.  During  the  first  months  of  our  acquaintance 
you  visited  us  somewhat  frequently.” 

“  Well,  what  of  it  ?  ” 

“What  of  it?  This  much  of  it,  that  I  did  not 
know  until  you  had  left  that  the  affections  of  my  niece 
were  centered  upon  you.” 

“You  are  quite  mistaken,  Colonel.” 

“  Do  you  mean  to  say  there  was  never  anything 
between  you  two  but  ordinary  friendship  ?  ” 

“I  mean  to  say  nothing  of  the  sort.  It  is  not  a 
question  for  two  men  to  discuss  ;  but  since  you  have 
broached  the  subject,  I  may  tell  you  what  you  probably 
know  already,  that  the  last  interview  I  had  in  your  house 
was  with  your  niece.  She  received  me  with  great 
coolness  and  parted  from  me  without  visible  regret.  To 
put  it  quite  plainly,  Colonel  Beck,  the  niece  seemed  to 
share  the  uncle’s  feelings  regarding  me.  Financially, 
I  was  broken,  and  consequently  was  of  no  further  use 
either  to  man  or  woman.” 

The  stout  Colonel  placed  the  tips  of  his  fingers 
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together  over  the  most  corpulent  portion  of  his  person, 
raised  his  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  and  drew  a  deep  sigh. 

“  My  hasty  young  friend,  I  see  exactly  what 
happened.  You  left  me  enraged  because  I  refused  to 
lend  you  money.  You  said  to  yourself,  ‘  This  man 
in  a  crisis  declines  to  befriend  me.’  That  was  no 
state  of  mind  in  which  to  visit  a  young  lady  proud 
and  sensitive.  Something  in  your  manner  must  have 
jarred  upon  her.  Girls  are  of  finer  texture  than 
we  brutal  men.  Her  seeming  coldness  was  merely 
offended  dignity,  and  you  left  her  presence  under  a 
misapprehension,  as,  indeed,  you  left  mine.  She  ex¬ 
pected  your  return,  but  you  never  came  back.  It  was 
long  before  I  even  suspected  that  anything  was  wrong 
between  you  two,  but  I  knew  that  Sadie  had  received 
offer  after  offer  of  marriage,  some  of  them  most  advan¬ 
tageous,  but  all  proposals  she  rejected.  The  utmost 
confidence  existed  between  us.  She  is  to  me  as  if  she 
were  my  own  daughter.  I  expostulated  with  her  one 
day,  and  to  my  surprise  she  burst  into  tears  and  then 
confessed  her  preference  for  you.  I  must  say  that  for  a 
time  I  was  filled  with  resentment  against  you,  but  this 
feeling  gave  way  to  sorrow  at  seeing  my  girl  waste  her 
life  through  misplaced  love.  I  have  spoken  to  you  with 
the  utmost  frankness.  Sadie  is  dearer  to  me  than 
everything  else  in  the  world.” 

For  some  moments  after  the  Colonel  finished  his 
exposition  of  the  case  John  Steele  maintained  silence. 
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The  Viennese  band  was  playing  a  lively  selection,  and 
he  appeared  to  be  listening  to  the  music,  but  with 
troubled  brow.  The  place  seemed  rather  unsuited  for 
a  confession  of  love,  and  the  tidings  brought  no  particular 
joy  to  the  listener.  At  last  the  young  man  spoke. 

“  Does  Miss  Beck  know — was  she  aware  that  you 
were  going  to  speak  to  me  on  this  subject  ?” 

“  Certainly  not.  I  doubt  if  she  would  thank  me  for 
my  interference,  because,  as  I  said  before,  she  is  a  proud 
girl.  I  don’t  think  she  knew  you  were  in  Naples  until 
she  heard  me  ask  the  Consul  about  you.  When  I  was 
questioning  him,  she  seemed  rather  eager  to  hear  his 
answers,  but  she  said  nothing  until  we  were  outside.” 

This  coincided  with  the  account  given  by  Stokes  of 
the  visit,  and  Steele  became  more  and  more  perplexed. 

a  What  did  she  say  when  you  were  outside  ?  ”  he 
asked. 

“  Oh  !  she  wanted  to  know  why  I  wished  to  see 
you,  and  I  told  her  it  was  on  a  matter  of  business.  This 
didn’t  quite  satisfy  her,  so,  being  pressed,  I  mentioned 
that  block  of  Northern  Pacific  stock  which  you  offered 
to  sell  to  me  once,  and  said  I  thought  I  could  dispose  of 
it  for  you  to  advantage,  if  you  still  possessed  it.  Sadie 
knows  nothing  of  Wall  Street  affairs,  so,  of  course,  this 
explanation  seemed  quite  reasonable.  Besides,  it  is  true 
enough,  for  I  do  wish  to  make  a  bargain  with  you  about 
that  stock  whenever  you  feel  inclined  to  come  down 
from  the  clouds  and  discuss  mundane  affairs.” 
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“  What  do  you  expect  me  to  do  ?  I  don’t  mean 
about  the  stock,  but  about  Miss  Beck.” 

“  It  is  not  for  me  to  make  any  suggestions  in  the 
premises,  my  dear  fellow.  You  are  a  man  of  honour. 
You  have  made  a  mistake  which  involves  the  happiness 
of  an  innocent  person.  I  have  put  the  matter  before  you 
with  a  plainness  which  is,  I  think,  exceptional.  The 
next  move  must  rest  with  you.” 

“  Where  are  you  stopping  ?  ” 

“  At  the  Grand  Hotel.” 

u  Then,  with  your  permission,  I  shall  have  the  plea¬ 
sure  of  calling  upon  Miss  Beck  to-morrow  afternoon  at 
four  o’clock,  if  that  hour  is  convenient.” 

The  stout  Colonel,  with  visible  emotion,  clasped 
Steele  warmly  by  the  hand. 

“You  are  a  good  fellow!”  he  said.  “  When  you 
meet  my  niece,  you  will  let  no  hint  escape  you  of  this 
conversation  ?  ” 

“  Most  assuredly  not.” 

“  I  came  to  see  you,”  continued  the  Colonel,  “  about 
the  Northern  Pacific  stock,  remember  that,  and,  of  course, 
you  call  on  her  for  old  friendship’s  sake  on  learning  she 
is  here  with  me.” 

a  You  may  rely  upon  my  tact,  Colonel.” 

His  mission  accomplished,  the  Colonel  seemed  to 
hesitate  between  going  or  staying,  his  attitude  that  of  a 
man  wondering  whether  it  is  better  to  leave  well  alone 
or  to  proceed  further.  Finally  he  said — 
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“  By  the  way,  Steele,  in  order  that  we  may  make 
our  conference  the  more  legitimate,  how  about  that 
Northern  Pacific  stock  of  yours  ?  I  am  willing  to  buy  it 
outright,  or  to  sell  it  for  you,  just  as  you  choose.” 

“  I  am  not  quite  in  a  position  to  sell  at  the  present 
moment,  Colonel.” 

“  I  thought  you  said  that  you  still  held  the 
stock  ?  ” 

“  So  I  do,  but  I  don’t  care  to  make  any  move  regard¬ 
ing  it  just  now.” 

“  Delays  are  dangerous,  John.” 

“  I  know  they  are,”  rejoined  the  younger  man,  shortly, 
with  a  finality  of  tone  which  showed  the  elder  that 
nothing  was  to  be  gained  by  continuing  the  discussion  ; 
so  the  good  man  rose  and  bade  farewell  to  his  friend 
with  a  cordiality  that  was  almost  overdone,  and  left  the 
other  to  his  thoughts,  such  as  they  were. 

John  Steele  enjoyed  little  sleep  that  night.  The 
ghost  of  an  almost  forgotten  love  haunted  him,  and  the 
apparition,  as  is  usually  the  case,  was  most  unwelcome. 
He  had  certainly  left  the  girl  with  brusque  abruptness, 
thoroughly  convinced  that  she  was  as  mercenary  as  her 
uncle,  ready  to  throw  him  over  because  he  had  failed 
financially.  At  that  time  he  had  possessed  the  eager  con¬ 
fidence  of  extreme  youth  ;  now  it  occurred  to  him  that 
he  had  often  been  mistaken  in  his  estimates  of  people. 
Might  not  an  error  have  been  committed  in  this  case  ? 
The  manner  of  Colonel  Beck  retained  its  ancient  bluff 
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heartiness,  and  there  was  certainly  a  show  of  reasonable¬ 
ness  in  his  presentation  of  the  case.  Time  had  long 
since  mitigated  the  sting  of  the  refusal.  At  the  moment 
of  asking  he  had  supposed  that  the  granting  of  the  loan 
meant  salvation.  The  continuance  of  the  panic,  how¬ 
ever,  proved  to  him  that  the  money  would  have  melted 
ineffectually  and  vanished  like  the  rest.  If  his  estimate 
of  the  situation  had  been  so  far  astray,  might  not  his^ 
judgment  of  both  uncle  and  niece  have  been  equally 
erroneous  ?  There  was  but  one  thing  for  a  man  of 
honour  to  do,  and  that  was  to  stand  the  brunt  of  his 
mistake,  no  matter  what  the  cost.  He  was  not  the  first 
to  pay,  with  interest  compounded,  an  early  debt. 

Next  day  the  problem  presented  no  more  alluring 
aspect  than  it  had  done  during  the  troublesome  night. 

As  the  hour  of  the  interview  approached,  Steele’s  dejec¬ 
tion  increased.  He  did  not  visit  the  Consul  as  he  had 
promised.  In  fact,  he  had  entirely  forgotten  the  appoint¬ 
ment  made  the  night  before.  He  walked  along  the  pro¬ 
menade  by  the  sea-wall  fronting  the  fashionable  quarter 
of  Naples,  with  haggard  face  and  bowed  head,  striving 
to  collect  his  thoughts,  although,  so  far,  those  he  had 
succeeded  in  collecting  proved  of  little  comfort  to  him. 
However,  the  hour  was  set,  and,  as  it  approached,  he 
walked  resolutely  to  the  Grand  Hotel  to  meet  the  girl,  in 
a  frame  of  mind  almost  as  greatly  perturbed  as  when  he 
last  saw  her. 

Time  had  passed  lightly  over  the  blonde  head  of  Miss 
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Sadie  Beck,  who  greeted  him  with  subdued  sweetness  ;  a 
touch  of  melancholy  in  her  voice.  As  the  Consul  had 
very  truly  said,  Miss  Beck  was  an  amazingly  pretty  girl, 
who  dressed  with  an  elegance  that  suggested  Paris. 

“  Through  a  chance  meeting  with  your  uncle  last 
evening,  I  learned  that  you  were  in  Naples,  and  I  asked 
permission  to  call.” 

“  Yes,  he  told  me  he  had  met  you,”  replied  the  girl, 
simply.  “  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  see  you  again, 
because,  if  you  remember,  we  parted  rather  in  anger  ;  ” 
and  Sadie  raised  her  blue  eyes  to  his,  only  to  sink  them 
again  to  the  carpet  with  just  the  slightest  possible  indica¬ 
tion  of  a  little  quivering  sigh ;  indeed,  the  eyes  them¬ 
selves,  large  and  pathetic,  gave  token  of  unshed  tears. 

“  Miss  Beck - ”  he  began  ;  but  she  interrupted 

him  in  tremulous  tones  ;  a  crystal  drop  actually  became 
visible  on  the  long  eyelashes. 

“  In  the  old  days  you  used  to  call  me  Sadie.” 

a  But  the  old  days  are  gone  for  ever.” 

These  words  were  his  last  effort  against  the  silken 
web  which  he  felt  entangling  him,  and  he  knew  himself 
to  be  a  brute  for  uttering  them.  Their  effect  upon  the 
girl  was  instantaneous.  She  sank  down  by  the  table, 
flung  her  arms  upon  it,  lowering  her  face  upon  them  in 
a  storm  of  weeping. 

“  Oh  !  not  for  me  ! — not  for  me  !  ”  she  cried  between 
sobs.  “  Y ou  may  forget  the  old  days,  and  I  see  you  have 
forgotten  them.  Leave  me,  then  !  leave  me  to  my 
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memories !  Why,  oh  why  did  you  seek  to  see  me 

*  } 
again  r 

That  settled  it.  He  placed  his  hand  upon  her  heav¬ 
ing  shoulders  and  spoke  soothingly  to  her. 

Half  an  hour  later  Steele  came  out  of  the  hotel  and 
went  direct  to  the  American  Consulate. 

“  Hullo,  old  man  !  what’s  the  matter  with  you  ?  ” 
cried  James  Stokes.  “  You  are  white  as  a  ghost.” 

“  I’m  all  right.  Didn’t  sleep  very  well  last  night. 
See  here,  Stokes  !  I  just  called  to  say  that  I  wish 
you  would  forget  part  of  the  conversation  we  had 
yesterday.” 

“  Easily  done  !  Which  part,  for  instance  ?” 

u  What  I  said  with  reference  to  Colonel  Beck.  I 
was  mistaken  about  him.  He  has  convinced  me  of  that.” 

“  Oh,  has  he?  You  mean,  then,  he  didn’t  refuse 
you  the  twenty  thousand  ?  ” 

“  He  refused  it  from  the  best  of  motives.  I  was 
rather  a  strenuous  fool  in  those  days,  and  thought  every¬ 
thing  should  come  my  way.  If  I  didn’t  see  what  I 
wanted,  I  imagined  all  I  had  to  do  was  to  ask  for  it.  I 
left  the  Colonel  in  a  temper,  and  I  realize  now  that 
I  did  worthy  people  a  great  injustice.” 

“  Some  one  else  was  involved,  then,  as  well  as  the 
Colonel  ?  ” 

“Yes.  I  was  engaged  to  his  niece,  and,  as  there  is 
no  secret  about  it,  I  may  as  well  inform  you  that  the 
engagement  has  been  renewed  to-day.” 
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The  Consul  whistled  and  then  checked  himself,  as 
if  this  indication  of  surprise  were  not  quite  appropriate 
to  so  serious  an  announcement. 

“Well,  John,  I  congratulate  you.  She  is  a  very 
handsome  girl.” 

“  Extremely  so,”  answered  the  happy  man,  as  he 
gloomily  and  abruptly  took  his  departure. 

The  frivolous  Consul  was  now  at  liberty  to  whistle 
as  long  as  he  liked,  and  he  did  so.  Then  he  took  to 
muttering  to  himself. 

“  I  don’t  admire  the  position  of  affairs  a  little  bit. 
My  friend  John  resembles  a  man  who’s  just  got  a  life 
sentence.  He  was  thunderstruck  when  I  mentioned 
Beck  to  him  last  night,  and  quite  evidently  didn’t  wish 
me  to  leave  him  alone  with  the  Colonel.  I  distrust  the 
Beck  contingent.  By  St.  Jonathan,  I’ll  try  a  little  ruse 
with  the  gallant  Colonel,  which  at  least  can  do  no 
harm.” 

The  friendly  Stokes  pondered  deeply  over  the 
situation,  until  his  meditations  were  interrupted  by  the 
entrance  of  the  Colonel  himself.  He  had  come  in  quest 
of  letters,  for  the  Consulate  was  post-office-in-ordinary  to 
various  tourists  from  the  States. 

No  letters  bearing  the  name  of  Beck  had  arrived,  and 
the  inquirer  was  turning  away  when  Stokes  acted  with 
quick  heedlessness,  which  must  be  the  excuse  for  what 
followed.  In  his  own  defence  he  used  to  say  afterward 
that  the  presence  of  Colonel  Beck  so  corrupted  him  with 
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an  atmosphere  of  Wall  Street,  that  he  couldn’t  speak  the 
truth  if  he  tried. 

“  Oh,  Colonel,  one  moment.  You  are  an  old  friend 
of  Steele’s,  aren’t  you  ?  ” 

The  Colonel  turned  on  his  heel. 

“  Yes.  Why  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“  I’d  like  to  speak  with  you  a  moment  about  him, 
if  you  don’t  mind.  I’m  an  old  friend  of  his,  too,  but 
unfortunately  I’m  poor,  and  so,  however  willing,  I  can’t 
be  of  much  assistance  to  him.  Did  he  speak  to  you  last 
night  about  money  matters  after  I  left  you  ?  ” 

“  No,”  said  the  Colonel,  drawing  down  his  brows. 

“  Ah  !  that’s  just  like  him.  I  came  away  to  give 
him  the  opportunity.  I  owe  you  an  apology  for  my 
attitude  when  you  first  came  to  the  Consulate.  Of 
course,  I  knew  Steele’s  address,  but  I  thought  you  might 
be  a  creditor  of  his,  and  goodness  knows  the  poor  fellow 
has  had  enough  of  them.” 

“  Why,  what  do  you  mean  ?  If  he  owns  that 
Northern  Pacific  stock,  he’s  a  rich  man,  richer  than  you 
have  any  idea  of,  if  he  sells  at  once.  He  can  realize 
millions  on  that  stock  at  the  present  moment.” 

“  Then  he  hasn’t  told  you  what  he  did  with  it  ?  ” 

The  ruddy  face  of  the  Colonel  seemed  to  become 
mottled,  and  he  moistened  his  lips  as  he  said — 

“  No.  What  has  he  done  with  it  ?  ” 

“Well,  in  spite  of  all  my  advice,  he  sent  it  over  to 
a  friend  named  Philip  Manson  in  New  York.  He  hasn’t 
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even  a  scrap  of  writing  to  show  for  it.  You  know  Wall 
Street,  so  I  need  say  no  more.” 

The  Colonel  apparently  knew  Wall  Street,  for  he 
gasped — 

“  The  eternal  fool  !  ” 

“  Exactly.  Still,  Steele’s  a  good  fellow,  and  we 
mustn’t  let  him  sink.  I  thought,  perhaps,  you  wouldn’t 
mind  stumping  up  a  bit  to  help  him  out.” 

“  Hasn’t  he  any  other  resources  ?  ”  asked  the 
Colonel. 

“  Not  a  cent,  so  far  as  I  know.  All  his  hopes  were 
centered  on  that  Northern  Pacific  stock,  and  now  that’s 
gone.” 

“Well,  I  must  say,  Mr.  Consul,  that  you  have  a 
good  deal  of  cheek  to  ask  me,  a  complete  stranger  to 
you,  to  spend  money  on  an  idiot  who  doesn’t  know 
enough  to  take  care  of  a  fortune  when  he  has  got  it.” 

John  Steele  passed  another  unrefreshing  night,  but 
solace  came  next  morning  in  the  shape  of  an  early  letter 
and  an  important  cablegram. 

“  Dear  Mr.  Steele  ”  (the  letter  began), 

“  How  inscrutable  is  the  human  heart  !  Ever 
since  you  left  America  I  have  yearned  to  see  you,  and  at 
last  this  desire  was  gratified.  You  were  the  idol  of  my 
younger  days,  and  were  my  first  love — my  first  and  only 
love,  I  may  say  ;  and  yet  I  write  these  words  as  calmly 
as  if  I  were  inditing  an  order  to  my  dressmaker.  I  find 
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what  I  should  have  known  before,  that  we  cannot  make 
a  fire  with  a  heap  of  ashes.  I  know  you  will  think  me 
wayward  and  changeable,  especially  after  my  emotion 
when  you  spoke  of  the  olden  days.  But  am  I  to  blame 
that  I  find  myself  changed,  and  fancy  I  see  a  change  in 
you  also?  There  can  never  be  anything  between  us, 
John,  but  that  pure  friendship  which  becomes  more  and 
more  of  a  solace  as  we  grow  older.  I  give  you  back 
your  promise  of  to-day.  It  will  be  useless  to  call  upon 
me,  for  my  uncle  and  I  will  have  left  for  Rome  before 
you  receive  this  letter.  But  believe  me, 

“  Always  your  friend  and  well-wisher, 

“  Sadie  Beck.” 

“  Well,  by  Jove  !  ”  cried  the  astounded  man,  as  he 
finished  the  epistle.  “  The  girl  is  honest,  after  all,  and 
I  have  not  been  able  to  conceal  my  real  feeling  towards 
her.  I  am  afraid  I  have  kept  faith  in  the  letter,  but  not 
in  the  spirit.  However,  thank  God  for  her  decision  ! 
Her  letter  does  not  betray  a  broken  heart,  even  if  I  had 
conceit  enough  to  think  I  had  caused  her  suffering.” 

It  was  a  jubilant  man  who  called  upon  the  Consul  in 
his  office  that  morning. 

“ Anything  new  this  morning,  Steele?  You  seem 
brighter  than  I  have  seen  you  look  for  a  day  or  two.” 

“Yes,  rather  important  news.  It  seems  to  be  my 
fate  to  come  into  this  office  and  contradict  what  I  said 
the  day  before,  so  I  am  at  it  again.  The  Becks  have 
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left  suddenly  for  Rome,  and  the  young  lady  jilts  me,  so 
that  engagement  is  off.” 

“  Oh  !  What  is  the  reason  of  their  change  of  plan  ?  ” 

“  No  reason  at  all,  so  far  as  I  can  make  out.  Surely 
a  woman  doesn’t  need  to  give  a  reason  for  preferring 
Rome  to  Naples  ?  ” 

“  No ;  I  suppose  not,”  murmured  the  Consul,  wonder¬ 
ing  how  much  his  hint  that  John  was  a  ruined  man  had 
to  do  with  the  sudden  withdrawal. 

“  And  I’ve  had  a  most  important  cablegram  from 
Philip  Manson,”  continued  John,  jubilantly.  “  He  has 
sold  out  my  Northern  Pacific  at  a  price  which  more  than 
recoups  me  for  all  my  losses.” 

“John,  you’re  a  good  deal  merrier  than  you  were  this 
time  yesterday.  I  expect  the  next  announcement  to  be 
that  you  are  returning  to  the  States,  to  leave  me  here 
lamenting.” 

“That’s  it  exactly.  But  there’s  no  law  compelling 
you  to  stay  here  when  there’s  ten  thousand  patriotic 
citizens  eager  to  take  your  place.  Manson  has  been 
appointed  general  manager  of  the  Wheat  Belt  Line,  with 
offices  in  Chicago,  and  he  offers  me  my  old  position  of 
division  superintendent,  so  I’ll  be  singing  that  ‘  Farewell 
to  Naples  ’  which  I’ve  heard  so  often  since  I  arrived  here. 
Jimmy,  I’m  going  to  be  a  sane  and  useful  citizen  here¬ 
after.  No  more  stock  exchange  for  me.  I  shall  plant 
my  money  in  gilt-edged  mortgages  where  the  interest 
will  be  as  secure  as  the  eternal  hills.  Then  I’ll  settle 
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down  to  hard  work,  and  show  old  Philip  Manson  what 
an  industrious  person  can  do  on  the  Wheat  Belt  Line.” 

John  Steele  arrived  in  America  to  learn  that  it  was 
easier  to  make  good  resolutions  than  to  keep  them.  He 
settled  down  in  Chicago,  and  found  there  was  little  diffi¬ 
culty  in  placing  his  money  on  mortgage  at  attractive 
rates  of  interest.  He  gave,  however,  his  personal  care 
to  the  securities  offered,  trusted  no  man’s  word,  and 
always  viewed  the  spot  and  made  close  inquiries  before 
he  drew  a  cheque  for  investment.  He  divided  his  money 
between  city  and  country,  not  depending  on  any  one 
lawyer  to  do  the  business  for  him,  but  seeking  local 
advice  and  local  watchfulness  wherever  a  mortgage  was 
drawn.  His  eggs  were  in  many  baskets,  or  hatching- 
nests,  with  a  different  legal  hen  to  sit  on  each.  The 
only  gentleman  of  the  law  he  had  heretofore  known 
was  Beck,  and  his  opinion  of  the  profession  seemed  to 
be  tinctured  by  his  dislike  of  the  gallant  Colonel.  He 
gave  work  to  many  legal  experts,  but  never  allowed  the 
left-hand  lawyer  to  know  what  the  right-hand  lawyer 
was  doing. 

He  was  shocked  to  find  himself  so  suspicious  of  every 
one  except  Philip  Manson,  but  even  more  perturbed  to 
learn  that  all  his  old  delight  in  work  was  gone.  Philip 
Manson  was  ambitious  to  make  the  Wheat  Belt  Line 
the  model  railway  of  the  West,  and  in  his  quiet,  intense, 
purposeful  way  was  accomplishing  that  object.  To  John 
this  ambition  seemed  trivial  and  above  all  futile,  when 
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it  was  possible  for  some  speculator  in  New  York  or  a 
combination  of  speculators  to  make  the  road  a  mere 
pawn  in  a  gamble ;  to  wreck  it  if  its  ruin  suited  the 
game,  and  to  discharge  every  employee  at  a  week’s 
notice.  His  liking  for  Manson,  his  reluctance  to  dis¬ 
illusionize  the  one  man  on  earth  who  was  friend  and 
believed  in  him,  held  him  for  more  than  a  year  at  his 
task  of  division  superintendent  and  the  work  that  was 
growing  more  and  more  irksome  to  him.  Then  an 
incident  at  Slocum  Junction  gave  the  necessary  impetus 
which  finally  shifted  him  from  a  career  of  usefulness  into 
the  predatory  class.  The  faithful  watch-dog  became  the 
ravenous  wolf. 


CHAPTER  X 
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The  station-master  said  nonchalantly  that  he  had  nothing 
to  do  with  it,  and  from  out  the  telegraph-office  he  brought 
a  stout  wooden  chair  which  he  set  down  in  the  dark  strip 
of  shade  which  ran  along  the  pine  platform  under  the 
eaves  of  the  station.  The  back  of  this  chair  being  tilted 
against  the  building,  the  station-master  sat  down  in  it, 
put  his  heels  on  the  wooden  round,  took  from  his  pocket 
a  jack-knife,  and  began  to  whittle  a  stick,  an  occupation 
which  the  momentary  pausing  of  the  express  seemed  to 
have  interrupted.  There  was  nothing  of  the  glass  of 
fashion  or  the  mould  of  form  about  the  station-master. 
He  was  dressed  in  weather-worn  trousers,  held  to  his 
thin  frame  by  a  pair  of  suspenders  quite  evidently  home¬ 
made,  which  came  over  his  shoulders,  and  underneath 
this  was  a  coarse  woollen  shirt,  open  at  the  throat 
because  the  button  had  gone.  On  top  of  all  this  there 
perched  a  three-year-old,  dilapidated  straw  hat  which  had 
once  possessed  a  wide  brim,  but  was  now  in  a  state  of 
disrepair  in  thorough  keeping  with  the  costume.  Yet 
in  spite  of  appearances  he  was  a  capable  young  man 

158 


BUYING  A  RAILWAY 


*59 

who  could  manipulate  a  telegraphic  machine  at  reason¬ 
able  speed,  was  well  up  in  the  business  pertaining  to 
Slocum  Junction,  and  had  definite  opinions  regarding 
the  manner  in  which  the  affairs  of  the  nation  should  be 
carried  on.  Indeed,  at  that  moment  he  was  an  exempli¬ 
fication  of  the  independence  for  which  his  country  had 
fought  and  bled.  No  one  knew  better  than  he  that  the 
Greased  Lightning  Express  would  never  have  halted  for 
an  instant  at  Slocum  Junction  unless  it  did  so  to  put  off 
a  person  of  some  importance.  But  that  important  person 
had  begun  to  give  his  opinion  of  the  locality  in  language 
that  was  painful  and  free  the  moment  he  realized  the 
situation,  and  the  station-master  signified  his  resentment 
by  sitting  down  in  the  chair  and  assuming  a  careless 
attitude,  which  told  the  stranger  plainer  than  words  that 
he  could  go  to  the  devil  if  he  wished.  For  all  he  knew, 
the  obstreperous  person  who  had  stepped  from  the  express 
might  be  his  chief,  but  the  station-master  made  no  con¬ 
cession  to  this  possibility. 

Opposite  him  in  the  blazing  sunlight  stood  a  dapper 
young  man  grasping  a  neat  handbag.  He  might  have 
posed  as  a  tailor’s  model,  and  he  offered  a  striking 
contrast  to  the  unkempt  station-master.  He  cast  an 
almost  despairing  look  at  the  vanishing  express,  now 
a  mere  dot  in  the  horizon,  with  a  trail  of  smoke,  as 
if  it  were  a  comet  that  had  run  aground.  Then  he 
turned  an  exasperated  face  upon  the  nonchalant  station- 


master. 
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“  You  are  not  responsible  for  the  situation,  eh  ?  You 
don’t  seem  to  care  much,  either.” 

“  Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  stranger,  I  don’t.” 

“  You  mean  to  tell  me  there’s  no  train  for  two  hours 
and  a  half  on  the  branch  line  ?  ” 

“  I  never  said  anything  of  the  sort,  because  there  isn’t 
any  branch  line.” 

“  No  branch  line  ?  Why,  there  it  is  before  my  eyes  ! 
There’s  a  locomotive,  of  a  kind,  and  a  composite  pas¬ 
senger  and  freight  car  that  evidently  dates  from  the  time 
of  the  Deluge.  Noah  used  that  car  !  ”  cried  the  angry 
stranger. 

“Well,  if  Noah  was  here,  he  wouldn’t  use  it  for  two 
hours  and  a  half,”  said  the  station-master  complacently. 

“  I  don’t  understand  what  you  mean,”  protested  the 
stranger.  “  Is  there,  or  is  there  not,  a  train  in  two  hours 
and  a  half?  ” 

“  Of  course  there  is.” 

“You  said  a  minute  ago  there  wasn’t.” 

“  I  didn’t  say  anything  of  the  kind,  and  if  you  weren’t 
adding  your  own  natural  heat  to  the  unnatural  heat  of 
the  day,  you’d  learn  something.  You  were  talking  about 
branch  lines  ;  I  said  there  is  no  branch  line.  That’s  all.” 

“  Then  what’s  the  meaning  of  those  two  lines  of 
rust  running  to  the  right  ?  ” 

“  There’s  five  or  six  thousand  people,”  droned  the 
station-master,  “  who’d  like  to  know  what  that  object 
you’re  referring  to  really  is.  Leastways,  they  used  to 
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want  to  know,  but  lately  they’ve  given  up  all  curiosity 
on  the  subject.  They’re  the  shareholders,  who  put  up 
good  money  to  have  that  road  made.  We  call  it  the 
Farmers’  Road,  and  it  isn’t  a  branch,  but  as  independent 
as  the  main  line.” 

“  Or  as  yourself,”  hazarded  the  young  man. 

“  Well,  it’s  independent,  anyhow,”  continued  the 
station-master,  “and  I’ve  nothing  to  do  with  it.” 

“  Haven’t  the  cursed  fools  who  own  it  the  sense  to 
make  it  connect  with  anything  on  the  main  line  ?  ” 

“Of  course,  we’re  all  fools  unless  we  come  from 
Chicago,”  said  the  station-master,  imperturbably. 

“  I  didn’t  say  that,”  commented  the  stranger. 

“  No,  I  did.  If  your  dome  of  thought  was  in  working 
order,  I  shouldn’t  need  to  explain  these  things  ;  but  as 
I’ve  nothing  particular  to  do,  I  may  as  well  teach  a  man 
from  Chicago  his  ABC.  You  stepped  off  the  express 
just  now  owning  the  whole  country,  populated  with 
fools,  according  to  you.  I’ve  been  station-master  here 
for  eighteen  months,  and  I  never  saw  that  express  stop 
before.  I  may  be  an  idiot,  but  still  I  am  aware  that  a 
man  who  steps  off  the  Greased  Lightning  is  one  of  two 
things.  He  is  either  a  big-bug  with  pull  enough  on  the 
railway  company  to  get  them  to  stop  the  Greased  Light¬ 
ning  for  him,  or  else  he’s  a  tramp  who  can’t  pay  his  fare, 
and  so  is  put  off.” 

“Oh,  you’ve  sized  me  up,  have  you  ?  Well,  which 
am  I  ?  The  millionaire  or  the  tramp  ?” 
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“  When  you  stepped  off,  I  thought  you  were  the  mil¬ 
lionaire  ;  but  the  moment  you  opened  your  mouth,  I 
knew  you  were  the  tramp.” 

John  Steele  laughed  with  very  good-natured  heartiness. 

“  Say,  old  man,  that’s  all  right.  The  drinks  are  on 
me,  if  there  was  a  tavern  near,  which  there  doesn’t  seem 
to  be.  I  suppose  there’s  no  place  in  this  God-forsaken 
hole  where  on  a  hot  day  like  this  a  man  can  get  a  cooling 
beverage  ?  ” 

“  Stranger,  you’re  continually  jumping  at  conclusions 
and  landing  at  the  wrong  spot.  Allow  me  to  tell  you  ” — 
here  he  lowered  his  voice  a  bit — “  that  you  don’t  raise  no 
blush  to  my  cheeks  by  anything  you  can  say  ",  but  there’s 
a  lady  in  the  waiting-room,  and  if  I  were  you  I’d  talk 
accordingly.” 

The  change  in  the  cocksure  attitude  of  John  Steele 
was  so  sudden  and  complete  that  it  brought  a  faint 
smile  of  gratification  to  the  gaunt  face  of  the  station- 
master. 

“  Great  heavens  !  ”  whispered  the  crestfallen  young 
man,  “  why  didn’t  you  tell  me  that  before  ?  ” 

“  Well,  you’ve  been  kind  of  monopolizing  the  conver¬ 
sation,  and  I  haven’t  had  much  chance  to  speak,  up  to 
now.  One  would  suppose  that  if  a  man  had  a  thinking- 
machine  in  his  head  at  all,  he  would  know  that  the  little 
road  couldn’t  connect  with  a  train  that  never  stopped 
here.” 

“  Ol  course,  of  course,”  said  John  hurriedly,  his  mind 
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running  on  the  language  he  had  used  in  the  first  moments 
of  chagrin  at  finding  himself  marooned  at  this  desolate 
junction,  which  might  have  been  heard  by  the  unseen 
lady  in  the  waiting-room.  He  hoped  his  voice  hadn’t 
carried  through  the  pine  wall. 

“  Well,  station-master,  I  apologize.  And  now,  if  you 
will  kindly  tell  me  what  the  Farmers’  Road  does  connect 
with,  I’ll  be  very  much  obliged.” 

“  The  Farmers’  Road  runs  two  trains  a  day,”  said  the 
station-master  sententiously,  as  if  he  were  speaking  of 
some  mighty  empire.  “  The  train  consists,  as  you  see, 
of  a  locomotive  and  a  mixed  car.  The  first  train  comes 
in  here  at  nine  o’clock  in  the  morning,  connecting  with 
the  local  going  east.  It  then  returns  to  Bunkcrville,  and 
reaches  here  in  the  afternoon  at  three  o’clock,  to  connect 
with  the  local  going  west.  That  little  train  doesn’t  know 
there  are  any  flyers  on  our  line  ;  all  it  knows  is  that  the 
eastern  local  comes  in  somewhere  about  nine  o’clock  in 
the  morning,  and  the  western  local  arrives  anywhere 
between  three  and  five  in  the  afternoon.  So  a  Chicago 
man  can’t  step  jauntily  off  the  express  he  has  managed  to 
stop,  and  expect  to  get  a  train  to  Bunkerville  whenever 
he  chooses.” 

“  Admirably  stated,”  said  John  Steele.  “And  if  you 
will  condescend  further  to  enlighten  a  beclouded  intellect, 
would  you  mind  explaining  what  the  deuce  the  little 
train  is  doing  here  at  this  hour  ?  If  I  follow  your  argu¬ 
ment,  it  should  have  returned  to  Bunkerville  after  the 
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nine-o’clock  local  came  in,  and  arriving  here  again  just 
before  three  o’clock.” 

“  Your  befogged  brain  is  waking  up,”  said  the  station- 
master,  encouragingly.  “  The  phenomenon  to  which  you 
have  called  attention  happens  once  or  twice  a  week.  If 
you  cast  your  eye  to  the  other  end  of  the  platform,  you 
will  see  piled  there  an  accumulation  of  miscellaneous 
freight.  The  Farmers’  Road  has  just  dumped  that  upon 
us,  and  to  do  so  has  taken  a  special  trip.  That  stuff  will 
go  east  on  Number  Eight,  which  is  a  freight  train  that 
will  stop  here  some  time  in  the  afternoon  when  it  sees  the 
signal  set  against  it.” 

“I  comprehend,”  said  Steele;  “and  I  venture  on 
my  next  proposition  with  great  diffidence,  caused  by 
increasing  admiration  of  yourself  and  the  lucid  mind  you 
bring  to  bear  on  Western  railway  procedure.  If  I  have 
followed  your  line  of  argument  as  unerringly  as  the 
farmers’  train  follows  the  Farmers’  Road,  his  nibs  the 
engineer  must  take  the  train  back  to  Bunkerville  so  that 
he  may  return  here  on  his  regular  trip  to  meet  the  three 
o’clock  western  local.  If  I  am  right,  what  is  to  prevent 
him  from  going  now,  taking  me  with  him,  and  giving 
me  an  opportunity  at  Bunkerville  to  transact  my  business 
and  catch  the  regular  train  back  ? — for  I  am  going  further 
west,  and  would  like  to  intercept  the  local,  which  would 
save  me  spending  an  unnecessary  night  at  Bunkerville, 
and  wasting  most  of  to-morrow  as  well.” 

“  The  reasons  are  as  follows  :  His  nibs,  as  you  call 
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him,  is  engineer,  conductor,  brakesman,  and  freight 
handler.  When  he  came  in,  he  had  to  carry  that  freight 
from  his  car  to  the  platform  where  you  see  it.  That 
takes  time,  even  if  the  day  were  not  so  oppressively  hot 
as  it  is.  So,  instead  of  keeping  up  his  fire  under  the 
boiler,  and  burning  useless  coal,  he  banks  the  furnace 
as  soon  as  he  arrives.  Then,  at  his  leisure,  he  removes 
the  boxes  to  the  platform.  If  he  returned  to  Bunker- 
ville,  they  would  give  him  something  to  do  there  ;  here 
he  is  out  of  reach  ;  besides,  he  would  have  to  draw  his 
fires  and  start  anew  about  two  o’clock,  and  that  he 
doesn’t  want  to  do.  He  has,  therefore,  curled  himself 
up  in  the  passenger  car,  put  a  newspaper  over  his  face  to 
keep  off  the  flies,  and  has  gone  to  sleep.  When  the 
proper  moment  arrives  he  will  stir  up  his  fire,  go  to 
Bunkerville,  and  then  be  ready  to  make  the  return  trip 
on  one  expenditure  of  coal.  Now  do  you  understand  ?  ” 

“Yes,  thank  you,  I  do;  and  this  has  given  me  an 
idea.” 

“  That’s  a  good  thing,  and  I  can  easily  guess  what 
your  idea  is.  But  before  putting  it  into  operation,  I 
should  like  to  mitigate  a  slight  you  have  put  on  Slocum 
Junction.  You  made  a  sarcastic  remark  about  cool 
drinks.  Now,  I  beg  to  inform  you  that  the  nine-o’clock 
local  from  the  West  slides  off  on  this  here  platform  every 
morning  a  great  big  square  cold  chunk  of  ice.  That 
chunk  of  ice  is  growing  less  and  less  in  a  big  wooden  pail 
in  the  telegraph-office,  but  the  water  that  surrounds  it  is 
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chilly  as  the  North  Pole.  If  you  have  anything  in  your 
hip  pocket  or  in  that  natty  little  valise  which  mitigates 
the  rigour  of  cold  water,  there’s  no  reason  why  you 
shouldn’t  indulge  in  a  refreshing  drink.” 

“  Station-master,”  said  John,  laughing,  “you  ought 
to  he  superintendent  of  this  road,  instead  of  junction 
boss.  You’re  the  wisest  man  I’ve  met  in  two  years.” 

Saying  this,  he  sprang  the  catch  of  the  handbag 
and  drew  forth  a  bulky,  wicker-covered,  silver-topped 
flask. 

“  I  propose  we  adjourn  to  the  telegraph  office,”  he 
added,  “  and  investigate  that  wooden  pail.” 

The  station-master  led  the  way  with  an  alacrity  that 
he  had  not  heretofore  exhibited.  The  result  of  the 
conference  was  cheerful  and  comforting. 

“  Now,”  said  the  station-master,  drawing  the  back  of 
his  hand  across  his  lips,  “  what  you  want  is  a  special 
train  to  Bunkerville.  A  man  from  the  city  would  get 
that  by  telegraphing  to  the  superintendent  at  the  terminus 
and  paying  twenty  dollars.  A  man  from  the  country 
who  had  some  sense  would  go  to  Joe  the  engineer  and 
persuade  him  he  ought  to  wake  up  and  return  to 
Bunkerville  at  once.” 

“  How  much  would  be  required  to  influence  Joe  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  a  couple  of  dollars  would  be  wealth.  A 
silver  dollar  in  front  of  each  eye  will  obscure  the  whole 
Western  prairie  if  placed  just  right.” 

“  Very  well,  I’ll  go  out  and  place  ’em.” 
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“You  are  forgetting  your  flask,”  said  the  station- 
master,  as  Steele  snapped  shut  his  valise. 

“  No,  I’m  not.  That  flask  and  its  contents  belong 
to  you,  as  a  reward  for  being  patient  and  instructive 
when  a  darned  fool  let  loose  from  the  city  happened 
your  way.” 

And  this  showed  John  Steele  to  be  a  reader  of  his 
fellow-man  ;  for  while  the  engineer  might  accept  the 
two  dollars,  the  independent  station-master  certainly 
would  not  have  done  so.  That  glib  official,  however, 
seemed  to  have  no  particular  words  for  this  occasion,  so 
he  changed  the  subject,  and  said — 

“  If  you  persuade  Joe  to  go,  I  wish  you’d  remember 
the  lady  in  the  waiting-room.  She’s  a  Miss  Dorothy 
Slocum,  and  a  powerful  nice  girl,  that  teaches  school  in 
Bunkerville.  Fact  is,  this  junction  was  named  after  her 
father.  Used  to  be  the  principal  man  round  these  parts  ; 
but  he  lost  his  money,  and  now  his  girl’s  got  to  teach 
school.  I  never  knew  him — he  was  dead  long  before  I 
came  here.  She’s  been  visiting  relatives.  This  is  vaca¬ 
tion  time,  you  know.” 

“  All  right.  You  tell  her  there’s  a  special  leaving 
in  a  few  minutes,  and  that  she’s  very  welcome  to  ride 
upon  it.” 

With  that  John  Steele  went  out  into  the  furnace  of 
the  sun  across  the  dusty  road,  and  entered  the  composite 
car.  The  Farmers’  Road  did  not  join  rails  with  the 
main  line,  and  so  caused  much  extra  handling  of  freight. 
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The  engine  stood  there  simmering  in  the  heat,  both 
external  and  internal,  a  slight  murkiness  of  smoke  rising 
from  its  funnel,  shaped  like  an  inverted  bell. 

“  Hallo,  Joe  !  ”  cried  Steele,  as  he  entered  the  car. 
u  Don’t  you  yearn  for  home  and  friends  ?  ” 

The  man  was  sprawling  on  two  seats,  with  a 
newspaper  over  his  head,  as  the  station-master  had 
predicted. 

“  Hello  !  ”  he  echoed,  sitting  up  and  shaking  away 
the  sheet  of  paper,  “  what’s  the  matter  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,  except  that  if  the  spirit  should  move  you 
to  get  over  to  Bunkerville  with  this  ancient  combination, 
five  dollars  will  be  transferred  from  my  pocket  into 
yours.” 

“’Nough  said,”  cried  Joe,  rising  to  his  feet.  “  It’ll 
take  me  about  twenty  minutes  to  get  the  pot  boiling 
again.  You  don’t  happen  to  have  the  fiver  about  you, 
I  suppose  ?  I  haven’t  seen  one  for  a  couple  of  years.” 

“  Here  you  are,”  replied  Steele,  drawing  a  crisp  bill 
from  his  purse. 

The  engineer  thrust  it  into  the  pocket  of  his  greasy 
overall. 

“  I’ll  toot  the  whistle  when  I’m  ready,”  he  said. 

This  financial  operation  accomplished,  John  Steele 
returned  to  the  station.  The  station-master  was  stand¬ 
ing  by  the  door  of  the  waiting-room  conversing 
pleasantly  with  some  one  within.  When  Steele  entered 
the  room  he  was  amazed  to  see  so  pretty  a  girl  sitting 
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on  the  bench  that  ran  round  the  bare  walls  of  the 
uninviting  apartment. 

“Will  you  introduce  me?”  inquired  the  city  man, 
handing  his  card  to  the  station-master. 

“  Miss  Dorothy  Slocum,”  said  the  latter,  “  this  is 
Mr.  John  Steele,  of  Chicago.” 

The  young  man  removed  his  fashionable  straw  hat. 

“Miss  Slocum,”  he  said,  “I  desire  to  apologize  to 
you.  I’m  afraid  that  when  I  found  myself  stranded 
on  the  platform  outside,  I  used  language  which  can 
hardly  be  justified,  even  in  the  circumstances.  But  I 
had  no  idea  at  the  time  that  there  was  a  lady  within 
miles  of  us.” 

“  I  was  much  interested  in  my  book,”  replied  the 
girl,  with  a  smile,  “and  was  not  paying  attention  to  what 
was  going  on  outside.” 

She  held  up  the  volume,  between  whose  leaves  her 
forefinger  was  placed. 

“Well,  Miss  Slocum,  it  must  have  been  a  pretty 
absorbing  story,  and  I  am  deeply  grateful  to  it  for  acting 
as  a  non-conductor  between  my  impulsive  observa¬ 
tions  and  your  hearing.  Nothing  excuses  intemperate 
language,  as  the  station-master  here  has  taught  me 
through  the  force  of  a  benign  example.  Still,  if  any¬ 
thing  could  exculpate  a  man,  I  should  think  it  would 
be  the  exasperating  conduct  of  this  Farmers’  Railroad, 
as  they  call  it.” 

“Indeed,”  said  Miss  Dorothy,  archly,  “the  book  had 
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really  no  right  to  interfere,  because  I  am  one  of  the 
owners  of  the  railway,  and  so  perhaps  it  was  my  duty  to 
listen  to  complaints  of  a  passenger.  Not  that  I  have 
anything  to  do  with  the  management  of  the  line  ;  I  am 
compelled  to  pay  my  fare  just  like  the  rest.” 

“  I  shall  be  delighted  if  you  accept  a  ride  on  your 
own  road  as  free  as  if  you  carried  a  superintendent’s  pass. 

I  am  going  to  Bunkerville  in  my  own  private  car, 
as  it  were,  and  shall  feel  honoured  if  I  may  extend  the 
courtesies  of  the  same.” 

“  The  station-master  has  just  told  me  you  were  kind 
enough  to  offer  a  poor  vagrant  a  lift  to  Bunkerville.  I 
wished  to  buy  a  ticket,  but  this  haughty  official  of  the 
main  line  so  despises  our  poor  little  road  that  he  will  not 
sell  me  one.” 

“  Indeed,”  said  the  station-master,  “  I  haven’t  the 
power,  nor  the  tickets.  They  don’t  entrust  me  with 
any  business  so  tremendous.  Joe  starts  his  rickety  engine 
going,  then  leaves  it  to  jog  along  as  it  likes,  and  comes 
through  the  car  to  collect  the  fares.  They  have  no 
tickets,  and  perhaps  that’s  why  the  road  has  never  paid 
a  dividend.” 

“  Oh,  you  mustn’t  say  that  !  ”  protested  the  girl. 
“Poor  Joe  has  not  got  rich  out  of  his  occupation,  any 
more  than  the  shareholders  have  made  money  on  their 
shares.  If  you  will  permit  me  to  pay  my  fare  to  Joe, 
Mr.  Steele,  I  shall  be  only  too  happy  to  take  this  early 
opportunity  of  getting  to  Bunkerville.” 
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a  I  couldn’t  think  of  it,  Miss  Slocum  ;  in  fact,  I  must 
prohibit  any  communication  between  Joe  and  yourself, 
fearing  you,  as  an  owner  of  the  road,  may  learn  by  what 
corrupt  practices  I  induced  Joe  to  make  the  trip.” 

The  girl  laughed,  but  before  she  could  reply,  a 
wheezy  “  Toot-toot  !  ”  outside  announced  that  Joe  had 
already  got  steam  up. 

“  I’ll  carry  your  valise  across,”  said  the  obliging 
station-master,  while  Miss  Dorothy  Slocum  picked  up 
her  lighter  belongings  and  accompanied  Mr.  John  Steele 
to  the  shabby  little  passenger-car. 

Joe  was  leaning  out  of  the  cab  with  a  grin  on  his 
smeared  face,  which  was  there  probably  because  of  the 
five-dollar  bill  in  his  trousers  pocket.  The  station-master 
placed  the  valise  in  the  baggage  section  of  the  car,  and 
raised  his  tattered  hat  as  the  little  train  started  gingerly 
out  for  the  open  country. 

It  was  a  pretty  landscape  through  which  they  passed, 
with  little  to  indicate  that  the  prairies  were  so  near  at 
hand.  The  line  ran  along  a  shallow  valley,  well  wooded, 
especially  by  the  banks  of  the  stream  that  wandered 
through  it,  which  even  at  this  parched  season  of  the 
year  was  still  running  its  clear-water  course,  and  Miss 
Slocum  informed  the  Chicago  man  that  it  flowed  from 
a  never-drying  spring  some  ten  miles  on  the  other  side 
of  the  main  line.  The  little  road  was  as  crooked  as 
possible,  for  the  evident  object  of  its  constructors  had 
been  to  avoid  bridging  the  stream,  piling  up  any  high 
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embankments,  or  excavating  deep  cuttings.  The  pace, 
therefore,  was  exceedingly  slow ;  nevertheless  John 
Steele  did  not  find  the  time  hang  heavily  on  his  hands. 
At  first  the  girl  seemed  somewhat  shy  and  embarrassed 
to  find  herself  the  only  passenger  except  this  gallant 
young  business  man  ;  but  he  tactfully  put  her  at  her  ease 
by  pretending  much  interest  in  the  history  of  the  rail¬ 
way,  with  which  he  soon  learned  she  was  unfortunately 
familiar. 

“Yes,”  she  said  ;  “the  building  of  this  road  was  the 
greatest  financial  disaster  that  ever  occurred  in  this 
section  of  the  country.  My  father  was  one  of  its  chief 
promoters.  When  the  Wheat  Belt  Line,  by  which  you 
came  here  from  Chicago,  was  surveyed  through  this  part 
of  the  State,  those  interested  in  the  neighbourhood 
expected  it  to  run  through  Bunkerville,  which  would 
thus  become  a  large  town.  The  railway  people 
demanded  a  large  money  bonus,  which  Bunker  County 
refused,  because  Bunkerville  was  in  the  direct  line,  and 
they  thought  the  railway  must  come  through  there, 
whether  a  bonus  were  paid  or  not.  In  fact,  the  first 
survey  passed  just  north  of  Bunkerville.  But  our  poor 
little  village  was  not  so  important  as  its  inhabitants 
imagined,  and  the  next  line  surveyed  was  twenty  miles 
away.  For  once  the  farmers  were  too  shrewd.  They 
thought,  as  they  put  it,  that  the  new  line  was  a  bluff, 
and  did  not  realize  their  mistake  until  too  late.  My 
father  had  been  in  favour  of  granting  the  bonus,  but 
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he  was  out-voted.  Perhaps  that  is  why  the  railway 
people  called  their  station  Slocum  instead  of  Bunkerville, 
which  was  twenty  miles  distant.  The  next  nearest 
railway  line  was  forty-five  miles  away,  and  two  years 
after  the  Wheat  Belt  Line  began  operations,  it  was 
proposed  to  organize  a  local  company  to  construct  a 
railway  from  Slocum,  through  Bunkerville  to  Jamestown, 
on  the  other  line.  Bonuses  were  granted  all  along  the 
route,  and  besides  this  the  State  legislature  gave  a  subsidy, 
and,  furthermore,  passed  a  Bill  to  prevent  competition, 
prohibiting  any  railway  to  parallel  the  Farmers’  Road 
for  sixty  miles  on  either  side.” 

“  Does  that  law  still  stand  on  the  statute  books  of  the 
State  ?  ”  asked  Steele,  with  increasing  interest. 

“  I  think  so.  It  has  never  been  repealed  to  my 
knowledge.” 

“  Well,  I  should  doubt  its  being  constitutional.  Why, 
that  ties  up  more  than  seven  thousand  square  miles  of  the 
State  into  a  hard  knot,  and  prevents  it  from  acquiring  the 
privilege  of  further  railway  communication.” 

“  In  a  measure  it  does,”  said  the  girl.  “You  may 
run  as  many  lines  as  you  like  north  and  south,  but  not 
east  and  west.” 

“  It’s  a  wonder  the  Wheat  Belt  Line  didn’t  contest 
that  law,”  said  Steele. 

“  Well,  I’ve  been  told  that  this  law  is  entirely  in  the 
interests  of  the  Wheat  Belt  Line,  although  the  farmers 
didn’t  think  so  when  they  voted  for  the  Bill.  You  see, 
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the  Wheat  Belt  Line  was  already  in  operation  east  and 
west,  and  could  not  be  affected  by  that  Act,  and,  of 
course,  the  same  Bill  which  prevented  competition  to  the 
Farmers’  Road  also,  in  a  measure,  protected  the  Wheat 
Belt  Line  through  the  same  district.” 

“By  Jove  !  ”  said  Steele,  his  eyes  glistening,  “  this  is 
a  proposition  which  contains  some  peculiar  points.  Well, 
go  on,  what  happened  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  disaster  happened.  In  spite  of  the  legislation 
and  bonuses,  the  road  was  a  complete  failure,  and  ruined 
all  who  were  deeply  interested  in  it.  The  farmers  sub¬ 
scribed  stock  to  the  amount  of  something  like  a  hundred 
thousand  dollars,  but  this  money,  with  the  sum  of  the 
legislative  grant  and  the  bonuses,  was  all  swallowed  up 
in  the  first  twenty  miles,  and  in  getting  the  rolling-stock 
and  equipment,  such  as  it  is.  The  line  was  never  pushed 
through  to  Jamestown,  and  there  arose  litigation  about 
some  of  the  bonuses  that  had  been  paid,  and,  all  in  all, 
it  was  a  most  disastrous  business.  It  was  hoped  that 
the  Wheat  Belt  Line  would  come  to  the  rescue  and  buy 
the  unfinished  road,  but  they  would  not  look  at  it.  This 
section  has  never  paid  a  dividend,  and  is  supposed  to  be 
doing  well  when  it  earns  enough  money  for  expenses  and 
repairs.  The  shares  can  now  be  bought  for  five  cents  on 
the  dollar,  or  less.” 

“  How  much  of  it  do  you  possess,  Miss  Slocum  r  ” 

“  I  own  a  thousand  shares,  and  my  father  told  me  not 
to  part  with  them,  because  he  was  certain  that  some  day 
they  would  be  valuable.” 
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For  a  few  moments  there  was  silence  in  the  car,  and 
the  girl,  glancing  up  at  her  companion,  found  his  ardent 
gaze  fixed  upon  her  with  an  intensity  that  was  embar¬ 
rassing.  She  flushed  slightly,  and  turned  her  head  to 
look  out  of  the  window  at  the  familiar  scenery  they  were 
passing.  It  would  have  surprised  the  young  man  could 
he  have  read  the  thoughts  that  occupied  the  mind  of  this 
extremely  pretty  and  charmingly  modest  girl  who  sat 
opposite  him.  Here  is  practically  what  she  said  to 
herself — 

“  I  am  tired  of  this  deadly  dull  village  in  which  I  live, 
and  here,  at  last,  is  a  way  out.  I  read  in  his  eyes  the 
beginning  of  admiration.  He  shall  be  the  youthful 
Moses  to  lead  me  into  the  Promised  Land.  Through 
this  lucky  meeting  I  shall  attain  the  city  if  I  but  play  my 
cards  rightly.” 

It  would  have  astonished  the  girl  if  she  had  known 
what  was  in  the  man’s  mind.  The  ardent  gaze  was  not 
for  her,  as  she  had  supposed.  Although  he  appeared 
to  be  looking  directly  at  her,  he  was  in  reality  almost 
ignorant  of  her  presence,  and  saw  unfolded  before  him  a 
scene  far  beyond  her— the  whole  range  of  the  Eastern 
States.  The  power  that  enabled  him  to  stop  the  fast 
express  at  Slocum  Junction  gave  a  hint  of  Steele’s  posi¬ 
tion  in  the  railway  world  to  the  station-master,  but  it 
conveyed  no  meaning  to  the  girl.  It  was  his  business 
to  be  intimately  acquainted  with  the  railway  situation  in 
North-Western  America,  and  that  involved  the  knowledge 
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of  what  was  going  on  in  the  Eastern  States.  He  knew 
that  the  Rockervelt  system  was  making  for  somewhere 
near  this  point,  and  that,  ultimately,  it  would  need 
to  cross  the  State,  in  spite  of  the  opposition  it  must 
meet  from  the  Wheat  Belt  Line.  Whoever  possessed 
the  Farmers’  bankrupt  Road  held  the  right  of  way  across 
the  State,  so  far  as  a  belt  of  one  hundred  and  twenty 
miles  was  concerned.  It  seemed  incredible  that  Rock¬ 
ervelt,  this  Napoleon  of  the  railway  world,  should  be 
ignorant  of  the  obstacle  that  lay  in  his  path.  Rockervelt 
was  in  the  habit  of  buying  legislatures  and  crushing 
opposition  ;  still,  he  never  spent  money  where  it  was  not 
required,  and  it  would  be  infinitely  cheaper  to  buy  the 
Farmers’  Road,  and  thus  secure  the  privileges  pertaining 
to  it,  than  to  purchase  the  repeal  of  the  obstructing  law. 
At  that  moment  John  Steele  determined  to  camp  across 
the  path  of  the  conqueror.  If  Napoleon  accepted  battle, 
John  was  under  no  delusion  as  to  the  result.  The  name 
of  Steele  would  disappear  from  the  roll  of  rising  young 
men  in  Chicago,  and  he  might  be  forced  to  begin  at  the 
bottom  of  the  ladder  again.  However,  he  knew  that 
Napoleon’s  eye  was  fixed  on  the  Pacific  coast,  and  that 
he  never  wasted  time  in  a  fight  if  a  reasonable  expen¬ 
diture  of  money  would  cause  the  enemy  to  withdraw. 
Steele  calculated  that  he  could  control  the  road  for  some¬ 
thing  under  three  thousand  dollars,  which  would  give 
him  the  majority  of  the  stock  at  the  price  the  girl  had 
named.  That  was  a  mere  bagatelle.  Then  he  would 
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withdraw  from  Rockervelt’s  front  for  anything  between 
three  hundred  thousand  dollars  and  half  a  million.  If 
he  succeeded,  he  would  at  least  recover  all  the  money  he 
had  lost  in  the  panic  which  followed  the  trickery  of  Rock¬ 
ervelt,  Blair,  and  Beck.  But  success  meant  more  than 
this.  Aside  from  the  joy  of  relieving  Rockervelt  of  a 
substantial  sum,  there  would  also  follow  the  practical 
defeat  of  T.  Acton  Blair,  for  the  Farmers’  Road  was 
situated  in  that  Western  district  on  which  the  general 
manager  was  supposed  to  keep  his  eye  in  the  interest  of 
the  Rockervelt  system. 

A  sigh  from  the  girl  brought  him  to  a  realization  of 
his  neglect  of  social  duties,  and  the  brilliant  vision  of  loot 
faded  from  his  eyes. 

“  What  pretty  scenery  we  are  passing  !  ”  he  said. 
“  The  wooded  dell,  and  the  sparkling  little  rivulet 
running  through  it.  It  is  sweet  and  soothing  after  the 
rush  and  turmoil  of  a  great  city.  It  must  be  a  delight  to 
live  here.” 

“  Indeed  it  isn’t  !  ”  cried  the  girl  ;  “  it  is  horrid  ! 
Deadly  dull,  utterly  commonplace,  with  little  chance  of 
improving  the  mind,  and  none  at  all  for  advancing  one’s 
material  condition.  I  loathe  the  life  and  yearn  for  the 
city.” 

As  she  said  this  she  bestowed  upon  him  a  fascinating 
glimpse  of  a  pair  of  lovely  eyes,  and  veiled  within  them 
he  saw  what  he  took  to  be  a  tender  appeal  for  sympathy 
and,  perhaps,  for  help.  After  all,  he  was  a  young  man, 
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and  perhaps  that  glance  had  carried  a  hypnotic  sugges¬ 
tion  to  his  very  soul  ;  and,  added  to  all  this,  the  girl  was 
undoubtedly  beautiful. 

“  Really,”  he  said,  leaning  forward  toward  her,  “  I 
think  that  might  be  managed,  you  know.” 

“  Do  you  ?  ”  she  asked,  looking  him  full  in  the 
face. 

At  this  interesting  moment  the  car  slowly  came  to  a 
standstill  at  a  wooden  platform,  and  Joe  thrust  open  the 
door  and  shouted — • 

“  Here  you  are  !  Bunkerville  !  ” 

Dorothy  Slocum  held  out  her  hand  shyly  to  John 
Steele  as  she  bade  him  “  Good-bye.”  She  thanked  him 
once  more  for  allowing  her  to  ride  on  the  special  train, 
and  added — 

“  If  you  ever  come  to  Bunkerville  again,  I  hope  you 
will  not  forget  me.” 

“Forget  you!”  cried  the  enthusiastic  young  man. 
“  I  think  you  entirely  underrate  the  attractions  of  Bun¬ 
kerville.  It  seems  to  me  a  lovely  village.  But  I  shall 
visit  it  in  the  near  future — not  because  of  itself,  but  for 
the  reason  that  a  certain  Miss  Dorothy  lives  here.” 

To  this  complimentary  speech  Miss  Slocum  made  no 
reply,  but  she  laughed  and  blushed  in  a  manner  very 
becoming  to  her,  and  somehow  managed  to  leave  an 
impression  on  Mr.  Steele’s  mind  that  she  was  far  from 
being  displeased  at  the  words  he  had  uttered. 

When  she  was  gone,  the  traveller  asked  Joe  where 
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the  office  of  Mr.  Hazlett,  the  lawyer,  was  situated,  and 
being  directed,  he  was  speedily  in  the  presence  of  the 
chief  legal  functionary  that  Bunkerville  possessed.  Steele 
had  a  considerable  amount  of  money  lent  upon  Bunker¬ 
ville  business  property,  and  his  lawyer  had  written  him 
that,  as  times  were  backward,  there  arose  some  difficulty 
in  persuading  the  debtors  to  meet  the  requirements  of  the 
mortgages.  If  the  mortgages  were  foreclosed  and  the 
property  sold,  Hazlett  did  not  think  it  would  produce 
the  money  that  had  been  borrowed  upon  it,  and  so  Steele 
had  informed  him  that  he  would  drop  off  at  Bunkerville 
on  his  way  West  and  consult  with  him. 

The  lawyer  had  been  looking  for  him  on  the  regular 
train,  and  so  was  not  at  the  station  to  meet  him.  If 
Hazlett  had  expected  a  visit  from  a  hard  old  skinflint, 
bent  on  clutching  his  pound  of  financial  flesh,  he  must 
have  been  somewhat  surprised  to  greet  a  smiling  young 
fellow  who  seemed  to  be  thinking  of  anything  but  the 
property  in  question. 

“We  will  just  walk  down  the  street,”  said  the  lawyer, 
“  and  I’ll  show  you  the  buildings.” 

“  All  right,”  assented  Steele,  “  if  it  doesn’t  take  too 
long  ;  for  I  must  catch  the  three  o’clock  local  at  Slocum 
Junction.” 

During  their  walk  together  Steele  paid  but  the 
scantiest  interest  to  the  edifices  pointed  out  to  him,  and 
the  lawyer  soon  found  he  was  not  even  listening  to  the 
particulars  he  recited  so  circumstantially. 
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“  Do  you  know  anything  about  the  Farmers’  Rail¬ 
way  ?  ”  was  the  question  Steele  shot  at  him  in  the  midst 
of  a  score  of  reasons  why  it  was  better  not  to  foreclose  at 
the  present  moment. 

“  I  know  all  about  it,”  said  the  lawyer.  “  I  have 
done  the  legal  business  of  the  road  from  its  beginning.” 

“  Is  there  a  list  of  the  shareholders  in  existence  ?  ” 

“  I  hold  a  partial  list  ;  but  shares  have  changed  hands 
a  good  deal,  and  sometimes  no  notification  has  been  given 
me,  which  is  contrary  to  law.” 

“  I  was  told  to-day  that  shares  can  be  bought  at  five 
cents  on  the  dollar.  Is  that  true  ?  ” 

“  Many  shares  have  been  sold  at  that  price  ;  some  for 
less,  some  for  more.” 

“  What  is  the  total  number  of  shares  r  ” 

u  A  hundred  thousand.” 

“  Could  fifty  thousand  and  an  odd  share  be  bought  ?  ” 

“  Do  you  mean  to  get  control  of  the  road  ?  Yes,  I 
suppose  it  might  be  done  if  you  weren’t  in  a  hurry,  and 
it  was  gone  about  quietly.  Some  farmers  in  the  outlying 
districts  refuse  to  sell,  thinking  the  price  of  the  stock 
will  rise,  which,  of  course,  it  won’t  do.  Nevertheless,  I 
imagine  there  should  be  no  difficulty  in  collecting  fifty 
thousand  shares  and  one  more.” 

“  What  would  it  cost  ?  ” 

“Anywhere  between  three  and  five  thousand  dollars 
— all  depending,  as  I  said,  on  the  thing  being  done  circum¬ 
spectly,  for  in  these  rural  communities  the  wildest  rumours 
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get  afloat,  and  so,  if  it  became  known  that  some  one  was 
in  the  market,  prices  would  go  up.” 

“  Well,  I  have  in  my  mind  exactly  the  man  to  do 
the  trick  with  discretion,  and  his  name  is  Hazlett.  I 
will  lodge  in  the  bank  here  five  thousand  dollars  in  your 
name,  and  I  depend  on  you  to  get  me  at  least  one  share 
over  the  fifty  thousand,  although,  to  be  on  the  safe  side, 
you  may  purchase  at  least  a  thousand  in  excess.  Send 
the  shares  to  me  in  Chicago  as  fast  as  you  secure  them, 
and  I’ll  take  care  of  them. 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Steele,  I  shall  do  the  best  I 

can. 

“We  will  return  to  your  office  now,  Hazlett,  and  I’ll 
hand  you  the  cheque.  In  these  matters  it’s  just  as  well 
not  to  lose  any  time.” 

“  There’s  another  building  I  want  to  show  you,  about 
five  hundred  yards  down  the  street.” 

“We  won’t  mind  it  to-day.  I  have  determined  to 
take  your  advice  and  not  foreclose  at  the  present  moment. 
Let’s  get  back  to  your  office,  for  I  mustn’t  miss  Joe’s 
train.” 

After  Steele  had  returned  to  Chicago,  shares  in  the 
Farmers’  Railroad  began  to  drop  in  on  him  in  bulky 
packages,  which  he  duly  noted  and  placed  in  a  safe. 
Presently  the  packages  became  smaller  and  smaller,  but 
as  the  total  had  already  reached  forty-nine  thousand  six 
hundred  and  thirty,  Steele  was  not  alarmed  until  he 
received  the  following  letter  from  Hazlett : — 
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“  Dear  Mr.  Steele, 

“  About  two  weeks  ago  I  became  suspicious 
that  somebody  else  was  buying  shares  of  the  Farmers’ 
Road.  I  came  across  at  that  time  several  people  who 
had  sold,  although  they  did  not  know  to  whom  ;  and 
a  few  days  ago  a  young  man  called  upon  me  to  know 
if  I  had  any  shares  for  sale.  I  told  him  I  had  none,  and 
as  I  showed  very  little  interest  in  the  matter,  I  got  some 
information,  and  find  that  a  man  named  T.  Acton  Blair, 
of  Warmington,  is  the  buyer,  and  apparently  he  has 
agents  all  over  the  country  trying  to  purchase  shares. 
I  would  have  telegraphed  this  information  to  you  were 
it  not  for  the  fact  that  our  telegraph-office  is  a  little 
leaky,  and  also  because  I  thought  I  had  the  game  in  my 
own  hands.  A  young  woman  in  this  town,  a  teacher, 
Dorothy  Slocum  by  name,  possesses  a  thousand  shares, 
which  I  felt  certain  I  could  purchase  for  a  reasonable 
figure.  I  began  at  ten  cents,  but  she  refused,  and  finally 
raised  to  fifty  cents,  and  then  a  dollar.  Higher  than  that 
I  could  not  take  the  responsibility  of  going  without 
direct  authority  from  you.  To  my  amazement,  she  has 
informed  me  to-day  that  she  has  been  offered  ten 
thousand  dollars  for  her  stock.  I  obtained  her  promise 
that  she  will  not  sell  for  a  week.  She  telegraphed  her 
decision  to  Blair  and  has  received  an  answer  from  him 
saying  he  is  on  his  way  to  see  her.  I  learn  from  Miss 
Slocum  that  she  is  acquainted  with  you,  and  I  surmise, 
without  being  certain,  that  you  personally  will  prove 
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the  successful  negotiator  if  you  are  on  the  spot.  This 
letter  should  reach  you  in  time  to  enable  you  to  arrive 
here  at  least  as  soon  as  Blair,  and  I  advise  prompt  action 
on  your  part  if  we  are  to  secure  that  thousand  shares. 
If  you  cannot  come,  telegraph  me  any  one  of  the  follow¬ 
ing  words,  and  I  shall  understand  I  am  authorized  to 
offer  the  amount  set  down  opposite  that  word. 

“  Yours  most  sincerely, 

“  James  P.  Hazlett.” 

There  followed  this  a  dozen  words,  signifying 
amounts  from  ten  thousand  dollars  upwards. 

Lawyer  Hazlett  received  a  telegram — 

“Will  reach  Slocum  Junction  at  twelve  to-morrow. 
Arrange  special  train  on  the  Farmers’  Road  to  Bunker- 
ville  to  be  at  Junction. — Steele.” 

The  moment  Blair’s  name  caught  John  Steele’s  eye 
in  the  lawyer’s  letter,  he  knew  that  Rockervelt  was  at 
last  alert,  and  of  course  could  outbid  him  a  thousand 
to  one. 

When  the  Greased  Lightning  Express  stopped  at 
Slocum  Junction  on  this  occasion,  John  Steele  had 
ample  time  to  reach  the  platform,  because  the  express 
detached  itself  from  a  sumptuous  private  car  before  it 
pursued  its  journey  further  West. 

“Aha!”  said  John  to  himself,  “friend  Blair  travels 
in  style.” 
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The  station-master  greeted  Steele  with  the  cordiality 
of  an  old  friend. 

“  Here  is  a  letter  which  lawyer  Hazlett  sent  out  to 
be  handed  to  you  as  soon  as  you  arrived,  and  wished  you 
to  read  it  at  once.” 

Steele  tore  open  the  envelope  and  read — 

“  I  am  sorry  about  the  special  train,  but  Blair  had 
telegraphed  from  Warmington  ordering  it  before  your 
wire  came.  I  have  arranged,  however,  that  Joe  will 
return  at  once  for  you,  as  soon  as  he  has  landed  Blair 
in  Bunkerville.  This  will  make  no  difference  in  the 
negotiations ;  Miss  Slocum  has  promised  to  be  away 
from  home  when  Blair  calls,  and  will  see  you  first.  I 
think  you’ve  got  the  inside  track,  although  I  surmise  the 
young  woman  is  well  aware  that  she  holds  the  key  to 
the  situation.  I  don’t  know  if  she’s  after  all  the  money 
she  can  get,  or  whether  there  is  something  of  friendliness 
in  her  action.  I  rather  suspect  the  latter,  and  I  think 
you  can  conclude  negotiations  before  she  sees  Blair 
at  all. 

“  Y ours  most  sincerely, 

“  James  P.  Hazlett.” 

John  Steele  gave  no  expression  to  the  annoyance  he 
felt  at  missing  the  special.  He  distrusted  the  lawyer’s 
optimism,  and  like  a  flash  resolved  to  be  in  Bunkerville 
as  soon  as  his  antagonist.  Blair  had  stepped  down  from 
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his  private  car,  asked  the  station-master  where  the  special 
was  to  be  found,  and  quickly  ordered  his  car  to  be  placed 
on  a  side  track.  When  he  had  entered  the  Bunkerville 
composite  car,  and  Joe  had  started  up  his  wheezy 
engine,  Steele  darted  from  the  shadow  of  the  station, 
caught  the  car,  and  sat  down  on  the  rear  steps  outside, 
well  concealed  from  the  sight  of  any  one  unless  that 
person  stood  by  the  end  window.  All  went  well  until 
they  were  about  five  miles  from  Bunkerville,  when 
Steele  thought  he  recognized  a  lady’s  figure  on  the 
highway  ahead,  and  forgetting  that  he  might  expose 
himself  to  the  sharp  eyes  of  Blair,  he  rose  to  his  feet, 
clutched  the  stanchions,  and  leaned  forward.  An  instant 
later  the  rear  door  was  thrown  open,  a  foot  was  planted 
energetically  in  the  small  of  Steele’s  back,  and  that  young 
man  went  hurtling  down  the  embankment,  head  over 
heels.  There  were  no  half  measures  with  Blair  in  a 
crisis  like  this. 

Steele  sat  up  bruised  and  dazed,  not  knowing  whether 
he  was  hurt  seriously,  or  had  escaped  practically  un¬ 
scathed,  which  latter  proved  to  be  the  case.  It  seemed 
to  him,  as  he  fell  through  the  air,  he  heard  a  woman’s 
scream.  When  he  was  somewhat  stupidly  debating 
whether  this  was  real  or  imaginary,  his  doubts  were 
solved  by  a  voice  he  recognized. 

“  Oh,  Mr.  Steele,  are  you  hurt  ?  What  a  brutal 
thing  for  that  stout  villain  to  have  done  !  ” 

“  Why,  Miss  Dorothy,  you  of  all  persons  !  And 
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here  was  I  trying  to  sneak  into  Bunkerville  to  see  you 
first.  I  thought  you  were  teaching  school  ?  ” 

a  Not  on  Saturdays,  Mr.  Steele,”  said  the  girl,  laugh¬ 
ing.  “I  see,  after  all,  you  are  not  injured.” 

“I’m  all  right,  I  think.  Fortunately  Joe  doesn’t  run 
sixty  miles  an  hour.  Dorothy,  I  want  you  to  marry  me 
and  come  to  Chicago.” 

Again  the  girl  laughed. 

“  Dear  me  !  ”  she  said.  “  I  thought  you  were  here  to 
buy  my  stock.  I  couldn’t  think  of  taking  advantage  of 
a  proposal  that  had  been  literally  shaken  out  of  a  man. 
I’m  afraid  your  mind  is  wandering  a  bit.” 

“  My  mind  was  never  clearer  in  its  life.  What  is 
your  answer,  Dorothy  ?  ” 

She  sat  down  beside  him,  still  laughing  a  little.  The 
rivulet  was  at  their  feet,  the  railway  embankment  behind 
them,  the  highway,  shrouded  by  trees,  in  front. 

“  Suppose  we  talk  business  first,  and  indulge  in  senti¬ 
ment  after,”  said  the  girl,  with  a  roguish  twinkle  in  her 
eye.  “  I  have  been  offered  ten  thousand  dollars  for  my 
shares.  Are  you  prepared  to  pay  as  much  ?  ” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Cash  down  ?  ” 

«  Yes.” 

“  I  imagine  Mr.  Blair  would  never  have  come  all  the 
way  from  Warmington  to  see  me  if  he  were  not  ready 
to  pay  a  larger  sum.  I  have  therefore  two  further 
provisos  to  make.  Proviso  number  one  is  that  you  will 
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give  me  ten  per  cent,  on  the  profits  you  make  in  this 
transaction.  Of  course,  in  spite  of  Mr.  Hazlett’s 
caution,  I  know  there  is  something  very  large  going  on, 
and  naturally  I  wish  to  profit  by  it.” 

“You  are  quite  right,  Miss  Slocum,  and  I  agree  to 
the  ten  per  cent,  suggestion  ;  in  fact,  I  offered  you  a 
hundred  per  cent,  in  the  beginning,  and  myself  into  the 
bargain,  which  proposal  you  have  ignored.  What  is  the 
second  proviso  ?  ” 

“I  am  told  you  have  a  great  deal  of  influence  in 
railway  circles  in  Chicago.” 

“  Yes,  I  have.” 

“  Can  you  get  a  good  place  for  a  capable  and 
deserving  young  man  ?  ” 

“  I  think  so.  Does  he  understand  railroading  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  he  is  the  station-master  at  Slocum  Junction.” 

“  Oh,  the  station-master  !  Certainly,  I  should  be 
delighted  to  offer  him  a  good  position.  He  is  a  splendid 
fellow,  and  I  like  him  exceedingly.” 

“  I  am  charmed  to  hear  you  say  so,”  said  Dorothy, 
with  downcast  eyes,  pulling  a  flower  and  picking  it  to 
pieces  ;  “  for  that  brings  us  to  the  sentiment,  and  I  show 
my  confidence  in  you  and  the  great  esteem  in  which 
I  hold  you,  by  telling  you  this  strict  secret — that  I  am 
engaged  to  be  married  to  the  station-master,  and  am 
anxious  to  get  to  Chicago.” 
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Rockervelt  settled  with  John  Steele  by  drawing  his 
cheque  for  three  hundred  and  ninety-eight  thousand  six 
hundred  dollars,  and  it  was  the  circumvented  Blair 
himself  who  carried  through  the  negotiations.  Steele 
asked  half  a  million  at  the  beginning,  but  had  made  up 
his  mind  to  accept  three  hundred  thousand  dollars.  As 
he  wished  to  net  this  sum  clear,  he  added  to  it  the  amount 
he  paid  for  the  stock,  including  Miss  Slocum’s  ten 
thousand  dollars,  and  the  percentage,  which  came  to 
nearly  forty  thousand  more.  Then  he  informed  Blair 
he  was  forced  to  ask  ten  thousand  dollars  for  that  kick, 
which  he  did.  He  told  Blair  that  he  remembered  the 
kick  on  an  average  of  once  a  day,  and  that  this  thought 
humiliated  him.  Therefore  he  would  be  compelled  to 
charge  one  hundred  dollars  a  day  for  thinking  of  the 
assault  while  negotiations  were  pending.  Whether  this 
time-penalty  hastened  negotiations  or  not  will  never  be 
known,  but  it  accounts  for  the  odd  figures  on  the  Rocker¬ 
velt  cheque,  and,  after  paying  all  liabilities,  Steele  found 
himself  with  more  than  his  minimum  sum  in  hand. 
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The  station-master  of  Slocum  Junction  was  given  the 
position  of  travelling  man  on  the  Wheat  Belt  Line,  at  a 
salary  of  fifty  dollars  a  week,  which  seemed  to  him 
princely.  Miss  Dorothy  Slocum  insisted  on  finishing 
her  year  at  the  Bunkerville  school,  but  during  the 
Christmas  holidays  she  married  the  station-master,  and 
they  set  up  housekeeping  in  Chicago  with  a  nice  little 
bank  account  of  nearly  fifty  thousand  dollars.  The 
young  lady’s  dream  of  life  was  now  realized.  She 
enjoyed  the  privilege  of  being  an  inhabitant  of  the 
Western  metropolis,  in  comfortable  circumstances,  with 
everything  at  her  disposal  that  a  large  city  had  to  bestow. 
John  Steele,  in  the  New  Year,  had  the  pleasure  of 
escorting  the  young  woman  to  a  matinee ,  and  when  he 
asked  her  if  the  few  weeks’  experience  of  Chicago  had 
changed  her  mind  regarding  the  delights  of  the  place, 
she  replied  that  Chicago  was  heavenly  ;  which  called  up 
a  smile  to  the  young  man’s  lips  as  he  remembered  the 
story  of  a  Chicago  man  who  had  died  and  gone  to  the 
other  place,  and  told  an  inmate  thereof  that  his  new 
residence  was  preferable  to  Chicago.  But  John  didn’t 
tell  the  story  to  his  companion.  He  complained  patheti¬ 
cally  that  she  had  broken  his  heart  by  marrying  the 
station-master,  but  she  laughed  and  said  she  had  broken 
his  heart  no  more  than  Blair  had  broken  his  neck  by 
precipitating  him  down  the  railway  embankment  from 
the  running  train — which,  by  the  way,  was  true  enough. 

As  time  went  on,  he  saw  less  and  less  of  his  Bunkerville 
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friends.  He  was  rising  rapidly  in  the  financial  world, 
had  resigned  his  position  on  the  Wheat  Belt  Line,  im¬ 
portant  as  it  was,  and  had  set  up  an  office  for  himself. 
The  newspapers  made  a  great  deal  of  his  encounter  with 
old  Rockervelt  and  his  victory  over  the  magnate,  but 
Steele  was  a  clear-headed  man  who  indulged  in  no  delu¬ 
sions  on  the  score  of  that  episode.  He  had  spent  some 
very  anxious  days  while  negotiations  were  pending,  and 
no  one  knew  better  than  he  that  if  Rockervelt  had 
decided  to  fight,  it  might  have  cost  the  great  railway  king 
more  than  he  had  paid,  but  Steele  would  have  been 
bankrupt  when  the  battle  was  ended.  He  resolved  never 
again  to  combat  a  force  so  many  thousand  times  stronger 
than  himself.  He  would  be  content  with  a  smaller  game 
and  less  risk.  John  attributed  the  few  grey  hairs  at  his 
temple  to  those  anxious  days  while  Rockervelt  was 
making  up  his  mind,  keeping  silent  and  giving  forth  no 
sign. 

But  grey  hairs  do  not  necessarily  bring  wisdom,  and 
so  little  does  a  man  suspect  what  is  ahead  of  him  that  a 
few  tears  from  a  pretty  woman  sent  him  into  a  contest 
without  knowing  who  his  adversary  was,  to  find  himself 
at  last  face  to  face  with  the  most  formidable  financial  foe 
that  the  world  could  offer. 

He  had  almost  forgotten  his  friends  from  the  West, 
when  one  day  the  young  woman’s  card  was  brought  up 
to  him  as  he  sat  in  his  office,  planning  an  aggression 
which  was  still  further  to  augment  his  ever-increasing 


THE  TERROR  OF  WHEAT 


191 

bank  account.  He  looked  up  with  a  smile  as  Dorothy 
entered,  but  it  was  stricken  from  his  lips  when  he  saw 
how  changed  she  was.  All  colour  had  left  her  cheeks, 
and  her  eyes  were  red  as  if  with  weeping. 

“  Good  gracious  !  ”  he  cried,  springing  to  his  feet, 
“  what  is  the  matter  ?  Have  you  been  ill  ?  ” 

“  No,”  she  said,  with  a  catch  in  her  voice,  sinking 
into  the  chair  he  offered,  “  but  I  am  nearly  distracted. 
Oh,  Mr.  Steele  !  you  said  once  that  the  country  was 
sweet  and  soothing  after  the  turmoil  of  the  city,  and  I 
told  you  I  was  tired  of  the  country’s  dulness.  It  was  a 
foolish  remark.  I  wish  we  were  back  there,  and  done 
with  this  dreadful  town  !  ” 

“  Why,  what  has  happened  ?  Is  it  your  husband, 
then,  who  is  ill  ?  ” 

“  No — yes,  he  is — or,  rather,  yes  and  no  ;  for,  like 
myself,  he  is  at  his  wits’  end,  and  doesn’t  know  what  to 
do  ;  therefore  I  have  come  to  seek  your  advice,”  and 
with  this  she  broke  down  and  wept. 

John  thought  at  first  that  her  husband  had  been 
dismissed  ;  and  if  that  were  the  case,  Steele,  being  no 
longer  connected  with  the  railway,  would  be  powerless 
to  aid.  Still,  he  did  not  see  why  such  an  event  should 
cause  so  much  distress,  for  a  young  couple  in  good  health, 
with  fifty  thousand  dollars  in  the  bank,  are  not  exactly 
paupers  even  in  Chicago. 

“  My  husband,”  sobbed  the  woman  at  last,  “  has 
invested  everything  we  possess  in  wheat,  and  since  that 
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time  the  price  of  wheat  has  been  falling  steadily.  Now 
we  are  on  the  verge  of  ruin.” 

“  What  on  earth  did  he  meddle  with  wheat  for  ?  It 
is  more  dangerous  than  dynamite.” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  wept  the  young  woman  ;  “  but 
Tom  thought  it  was  sure  to  rise.” 

a  Yes.  They  always  think  that.  How  much  did 
he  purchase  ?  ” 

“  One  million  bushels.” 

“  Good  gracious  !  Do  you  happen  to  know  the 
price  r 

“Yes,  seventy-eight  cents.” 

“  Great  Scott  !  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  two 
silly  young  people  took  on  an  obligation  of  seven  hundred 
and  fifty  thousand  dollars,  when  you  possess  less  than  fifty 
thousand  ?  When  he  made  the  deal,  how  much  of  a 
margin  did  he  put  up  ?  ” 

“You  mean  the  money  he  gave  the  broker?  Ten 
thousand  dollars.” 

“  Ah,  then  a  decline  of  a  cent  a  bushel  would  wipe 
that  out.” 

“  Yes,  it  did,  and  ever  since  wheat  has  been  falling, 
until  now  it  is  seventy-four  and  a  quarter.  We  have 
given  the  brokers  so  far  thirty-seven  thousand  five 
hundred  dollars,  and  if  wheat  drops  another  cent,  we 
have  not  the  money  to  meet  the  call  and  will  lose  every¬ 
thing.  These  last  three  weeks  have  been  the  most 
anxious  time  in  my  life.” 


THE  TERROR  OF  WHEAT  193 

“  I  can  well  believe  it.  Now,  what  do  you  want  me 
to  do  ?  ” 

“  Mr.  Steele,  I  want  you  to  take  over  this  wheat. 
It  can’t  possibly  go  much  lower,  and  Tom  says  it  is 
bound  to  rise.  This  time  last  year  it  was  eighty-nine, 
and  if  it  went  up  to  that  now  we  would  net  over  a 
hundred  thousand  dollars.  You  see,  you  would  not  need 
to  take  the  risk  we  have  done,  for  we  bought  at  seventy- 
eight,  and  you  will  be  buying  at  seventy-four  and  a 
quarter.” 

“  But  I  don’t  see  how  my  taking  it  over  would  help 
you.” 

“  Why,  if  it  went  up  to  over  eighty — and  Tom  says 
it  is  sure  to  do  that  before  many  weeks  are  past — you 
would  make  a  good  profit  and  could  give  us  back  our 
money.” 

Serious  as  was  the  situation,  John  could  scarcely 
refrain  from  a  smile  at  such  a  beautiful  specimen  of 
feminine  logic.  Of  course,  if  he  wished  to  dabble  in 
wheat,  he  could  buy  at  seventy-four  now,  and  if  it  went 
to  eighty,  secure  the  whole  profit  without  paying  any¬ 
thing  to  any  one. 

“  Is  Tom  at  home  just  now  ?  ” 

“  Yes.” 

u  Well,  you  ask  him  to  call  this  afternoon,  and  we 
will  talk  the  situation  over.” 

The  young  woman  rose  and  beamed  on  him  through 
her  tears. 


o 
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“  Oh,  I  am  sure  you  two  will  hit  upon  a  plan.  When 
I  told  Tom  this  morning  of  the  scheme  I  have  just  out¬ 
lined  to  you  he  scoffed  at  me  ;  but  you  see  its  feasibility, 
don’t  you  ?  ” 

“Yes,  I  think  I  do.  Anyhow,  Tom  and  I  will 
consult  this  afternoon  about  it,  and  he’ll  let  you  know 
at  what  decision  we  arrive.” 

He  shook  hands  with  his  visitor  and  was  very  glad  to 
see  her  depart. 

“  Good  gracious  !  ”  he  said  to  himself,  when  the  door 
was  shut,  “  how  fatuously  silly  she  is  !  And  to  think 
that  a  little  more  than  a  year  ago  I  proposed  to  her  ! 
Poor  girl  !  Beauty  almost  gone,  too,  at  the  first  whiff 
of  trouble.  Still,  the  situation  is  serious  enough  ;  but  it 
is  easier  to  refuse  a  man  than  a  woman.  I’ll  tell  Tom 
what  I  think  of  him  when  he  comes.  Imagine  the 
cursed  fool  marching  into  Chicago  like  a  hayseed  from 
the  backwoods,  and  losing  fifty  thousand  dollars  inside 
of  three  weeks.  What  he  needs  is  a  guardian  ;  yet  I’d 
like  to  help  the  little  woman,  too,  although  I  don’t  see 
how  I  can.  I  wonder  if  wheat’s  going  any  lower.  Hold 
up,  Jack,  my  boy,  don’t  get  thinking  about  the  price  of 
wheat.  That  way  madness  lies.  No,  I’ll  confine  myself 
to  giving  Tom  a  piece  of  my  mind  when  I  see  him  which 
will  make  him  angry,  so  we’ll  quarrel,  and  then  it’ll  be 
easy  to  refuse  him.” 

At  three  o’clock  the  ex-station-master  of  Slocum 
Junction  was  shown  into  John  Steele’s  private  office. 
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His  face  was  so  gaunt  and  haggard  that  for  a  moment 
Steele  felt  sorry  for  him  ;  but  business  is  business,  and 
sympathy  has  no  place  in  the  wheat-pit.  Tom  shook 
hands  and  sat  down  without  a  word  ;  all  his  old  jaunti¬ 
ness  had  left  him. 

“Well,  my  Christian  friend,”  began  Steele,  in  his 
severest  manner,  “when  I  was  the  means  of  getting  you 
transferred  from  Slocum  Junction  to  Chicago,  and  also 
had  something  to  do  towards  endowing  your  wife-that- 
was-to-be  with  nearly  fifty  thousand  dollars,  hang  me  if 
I  thought  you  would  act  the  giddy  farmer-come-to-town 
and  blow  it  all  away  in  the  wheat-pit  !  God  bless  my 
soul  !  haven’t  you  sense  enough  to  know  that  the  biggest 
men  in  Chicago  have  been  crumpled  up  in  the  grain- 
market  ?  How  could  you  expect  to  win  where  the  richest 
and  shrewdest  dealers  in  the  city  have  failed  ?  Don’t 
you  read  the  papers  ?  Haven’t  you  any  brains  in  your 
head  at  all  ?  Is  it  only  an  intellectual  bluff  that  you  are 
putting  up  before  the  public,  pretending  to  be  a  man  of 
sense  ?  Why,  a  ten-year-old  boy  born  in  Chicago  would 
know  better  !  Wheat  may  be  the  staff  of  life  when  it 
leaves  the  flour-mill,  but  it’s  the  cudgel  of  death  in  the 
speculative  market  !  ” 

“So  I’ve  been  told,”  said  Tom,  quietly. 

“Well,  you  haven’t  profited  much  by  the  telling. 
What  in  the  name  of  all  the  saints  made  you  speculate 
in  wheat  ?  ” 


“  I  didn’t  speculate.” 
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“  I  understand  you  bought  a  million  bushels  ?  ” 

“I  did.” 

“  What’s  that  but  speculating,  then  ?  ” 

“  Look  here,  Mr.  Steele,  are  you  quite  done  with 
your  abuse  of  me  ?  Isn’t  there  some  things  more  that 
you  could  say  ?  That  I  wear  a  woollen  shirt,  and 
haven’t  any  collar  ;  that  my  trousers  are  turned  up,  and 
there’s  mud  on  my  shoes  ?  Do  you  see  any  straw  out  of 
the  farmyard  on  my  hair  ?  If  you  do,  why  don’t  you 
mention  it  ?  ” 

John  Steele  laughed. 

a  Bravo,  Tom,”  he  said;  a  that’s  quite  your  Slocum 
Junction  manner.  I  supposed  you  were  up  a  tree — that 
you  had  bought  a  million  bushels  of  wheat,  spent  thirty 
thousand  dollars  odd  upon  margins,  and  that  now  you 
couldn’t  carry  it  any  longer.  Am  I  right  ?  ” 

“  Quite  right.  That’s  exactly  the  situation.  Now, 
are  you  in  the  frame  of  mind  to  listen  to  the  biggest 
thing  that  there  is  in  America  to-day  ?  Are  you  in  a 
financial  position  to  take  advantage  of  an  opportunity 
that  may  not  recur  for  years  ?  If  you  are,  I’ll  talk  to 
you.  If  not,  I’ll  bid  you  4  Good-bye,’  and  go  to  some 
one  else.” 

44  All  right,  Tom,  I’m  ready  to  listen,  and  willing  to 
act  if  you  can  convince  me.” 

44  I  can  convince  you  quick  enough,  but  are  you  able 
to  act,  as  well  as  ready  ?  ” 

“Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  Tom,  if  you  mean 
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going  in  for  a  big  wheat  speculation,  I’m  able,  but  not 
willing.” 

“  I  told  you  I  wasn’t  speculating.  Wheat  will  be 
over  a  dollar  a  bushel  before  three  months  are 
past.” 

“  Is  there  going  to  be  a  war  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  ;  but  this  I  do  know,  that  the  wheat 
crop  of  the  entire  West  is  practically  a  failure — that  is  to 
say,  late  frosts  this  spring,  and  the  wet  weeks  we  have 
had  since,  will  knock  off  anywhere  from  thirty  to  forty 
per  cent,  of  the  output.  The  Chicago  wheat-pit  is  a 
pretty  big  thing,  but  it  isn’t  the  Almighty,  neither  is  it 
the  great  and  growing  West.  It  can  do  many  things, 
but  it  can’t  buck  up  against  nature.  Wheat  now,  we’ll 
say,  is  seventy-five  cents  a  bushel,  because  of  the  belief 
that  there’s  going  to  be  an  abundant  crop  ;  but  if  twenty- 
five  per  cent,  of  that  crop  fails,  it  means  that  twenty-five 
per  cent,  is  going  to  be  added  to  the  present  price  of 
wheat.  It  means  dollar  wheat,  that’s  what  it  means, 
and  a  man  who  knows  this  fact  to-day  can  make  un¬ 
limited  millions  of  money  if  he’s  got  the  capital  behind 
him.  Of  course,  my  mistake  was  in  biting  off  more  than 
I  could  chew.  If  I  had  gone  in  modestly,  I  could  have 
carried  it,  and  would  have  made  a  moderate  profit ;  but 
I  was  too  greedy,  and  too  much  afraid  Chicago  would 
learn  the  real  state  of  the  crops.  I  expected  the  news 
to  be  out  long  before  now ;  but  instead  of  that  the  papers 
are  blowing  about  full  crops,  which  either  shows  that 


198  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

they  don’t  know  what  they  are  talking  about,  or  there’s 
a  nigger  in  the  fence  somewhere.” 

“  What  makes  you  so  very  sure  the  crop’s  a  partial 
failure  ?  ” 

“  Because  it’s  my  business  to  know,  for  one  thing.  I 
have  travelled  from  Chicago  clear  through  to  the  Pacific 
coast ;  south  as  far  as  wheat  is  grown  ;  and  up  north  into 
Canada.  I  don’t  need  to  ask  a  farmer  what  crop  he  ex¬ 
pects  ;  I  can  see  with  my  own  eyes  the  state  of  affairs. 
I  was  brought  up  on  wheat  ;  I  ploughed  the  fields  and 
sowed  the  grain,  and  I  may  say  I  was  cradled  in  wheat, 
if  you’ll  forgive  a  farmer’s  pun.  Wheat  ?  Why,  I  know 
all  about  wheat  on  the  field,  even  if  I  don’t  recognize  it  in 
the  Chicago  pit.  You  see,  my  business  is  looking  after 
traffic,  and  the  chief  traffic  of  our  road  is  wheat.  There¬ 
fore,  wherever  wheat  grows  I  must  visit  that  spot,  and  I 
have  done  so.  I  give  you  my  oath  that  wheat  is  bound  to  be 
a  dollar  a  bushel  before  two  months  are  past.  It’s  under 
seventy-five  cents  now,  and  it  doesn’t  take  much  figuring 
to  show  the  possibilities  of  the  situation.  Three  things  are 
wanted  :  knowledge,  courage,  money.  I  have  given  you 
the  knowledge  ;  do  you  possess  the  other  two  requisites  ?  ” 

“Tom,  I  esteem  you  very  much — more  so  now  than 
when  you  came  in  ;  but,  after  all’s  said  and  done,  I’d  be 
simply  banking  on  one  man’s  word.  Suppose  I  go  in 
half  a  million  dollars?  You  say  that  knowledge  is  the 
first  requisite.  Have  I  got  that  knowledge  ?  I  have  not. 
I  have  merely  your  word  that  you  have  the  knowledge.” 
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“  Yes,  that’s  a  good  point  to  make,”  said  Tom,  imper¬ 
turbably.  “  You  don’t  know  me  well  enough  to  risk  it. 
That’s  all  right.  Now,  I  see  on  your  wall  the  big  map 
of  our  road,  which  I  suppose  you  have  kept  as  a  relic  of 
your  connection  with  the  Wheat  Belt  Line.  It’s  a 
lovely  map,  with  the  Wheat  Belt  Line  in  heavy  black 
as  the  great  thing,  and  the  United  States  sort  of  hung 
around  it  as  a  background.  There,”  continued  Tom, 
waving  his  hand  towards  the  huge  map  on  the  wall, 
“coloured  yellow  by  Rand  McNally  and  Co.,  are  the 
wheat-producing  districts  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Now,  I’ve  been  all  over  that  yellow  ground.  I 
assert  that  in  no  part  of  it  is  the  wheat  crop  normal.  You 
pick  out  at  random  five  or  six  spots  in  that  yellow  ground, 
and  I’ll  tell  you  just  what  percentage  of  failure  there’ll  be 
in  those  places  you  select.  Then  get  on  the  train  and 
visit  them,  question  the  farmers,  and  find  out  if  they 
corroborate  my  statement.  If  they  do,  the  chances  are 
strong  I  am  right  about  every  other  district.” 

John  Steele  got  up  and  began  pacing  the  floor,  his 
hands  thrust  in  his  trousers  pockets,  his  forehead  wrinkled 
with  a  frown. 

“  Tom,  that’s  pretty  straight  talk,”  he  said  at  last. 
“I  haven’t  been  following  the  wheat-market — it’s  out 
of  my  line  ;  but  I  dimly  remember  seeing  in  the  papers 
not  very  long  ago  an  estimate  that  we  were  going  to 
have  the  most  profitable  wheat  crop  of  recent  years.  Of 
course,  that  may  be  newspaper  talk  ;  but  if  recollection 
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serves,  it  was  backed  up  by  telegrams  from  all  over  the 
West.  How  do  you  account  for  that  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  account  for  it.  I  am  merely  stating  what  I 
know.  If  the  papers  made  such  an  estimate  they  were 
wrong,  that’s  all.” 

Steele  stopped  in  his  walk  and  touched  an  electric 
button  on  his  desk.  A  young  man  appeared  in  response. 

“  Holmes,”  said  Steele,  “  there  was  an  account  of  the 
wheat  crop  all  over  the  country  in  the  papers  the  other 
day — occupied  a  page,  I  think.  Go  to  the  nearest  news¬ 
paper  office  and  get  a  copy.  As  you  go  out,  tell  Bronson 
to  come  in  here.” 

When  Bronson  appeared,  Steele  said  sharply — 

u  Find  out  for  me,  from  some  reliable  source,  the 
lowest  price  of  wheat  for  the  last  ten  years.” 

In  an  amazingly  short  space  of  time  Holmes  reap¬ 
peared  with  a  newspaper  a  week  old,  and  laid  it  on 
Mr.  Steele’s  desk,  and  Bronson  brought  in  an  array 
of  figures. 

“  Here  we  are  !  ”  cried  Steele,  jerking  open  the  crack¬ 
ling  sheet.  a<  Wonderful  harvests  ahead  !  Tremendous 
wheat  crops  !  ’  Of  course,  it  must  be  remembered  that 
prophesying  prosperity  is  always  popular,  and  newspapers 
like  that  sort  of  news.  Now,  I  shall  select  twenty-five 
places  named  in  this  paper.  The  useful  Bronson  will 
find  out  for  me  a  reliable  man  in  each  place,  and  I  will 
telegraph  him.  By  to-morrow  we  should  have  replies 
from  some  fifteen  or  twenty  of  them  ;  and  if  the  majority 
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say  that  the  wheat  crop  is  a  failure,  then  I  think  we  may 
rely  on  your  forecast.  Now,  let  us  see  what  Bronson’s 
figures  are.  Sixty-five,  sixty-two  and  a  half,  sixty-four 
and  an  eighth,  fifty-three  and  five-eighths,  forty-eight  and 
three-quarters — gee-whillikins,  that’s  getting  down  to 
bedrock  ! — fifty,  fifty-four  and  seven-eighths,  sixty-nine 
and  one-eighth,  eighty-five — ah  !  that’s  something  like — 
seventy-four  and  a  quarter,  and  so  on.  Why,  it  seems 
from  this  that  no  man  is  safe  in  buying  for  a  rise  if  he 
pays  more  than  fifty  cents  a  bushel,  while  you  have 
bought  at  seventy-eight  !  Septimus  Severus  !  I  admire 
your  nerve,  but  not  your  judgment.  Well,  drop  in 
to-morrow,  about  two,  and  we’ll  see  what  the  telegrams 
bring  us.” 

“  Suppose,  meanwhile,  wheat  falls  another  cent  or 
two,  what  am  I  to  do  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  they  can’t  hurt  you  to-day — it’s  after  four 
o’clock  ;  and  to-morrow  we’ll  see  what  is  best  to  be  done. 
It  is  useless  to  conceal  from  you  the  fact  that  there  is 
an  unholy  gulf  between  seventy-eight  at  which  you 
bought,  and  fifty,  to  which  wheat  has  on  more  than 
one  occasion  fallen.  That  means  a  little  deficit  of  two 
hundred  and  eighty  thousand  dollars  on  your  gentle 
flutter.” 

“  The  truth  must  come  out  soon,  Mr.  Steele,  and  it 
may  be  published  any  morning.  When  that  happens, 
wheat  will  go  up  like  a  balloon.” 

“  All  right,  Tom,  I  can  say  nothing  further  just  now. 
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To-morrow  you  will  find  me  brimful  of  information,  and 
quite  decided  as  to  the  course  I  shall  take.” 

With  this  the  visitor  had  to  be  content.  Next  day 
he  arrived  at  Steele’s  office  in  a  more  cheerful  frame  of 
mind.  Wheat  had  closed  the  day  before  one-eighth 
stronger  than  it  was  in  the  morning.  The  conference 
this  time  was  short,  sharp,  and  decisive.  Steele  was 
thoroughly  the  man  of  business. 

“  I  received  seventeen  replies,”  he  said,  “  and  they  all 
corroborate  your  forecast.  Now,  what  do  you  wish  me 
to  do  with  the  little  parcel  of  wheat  standing  against  your 
name  ?  ” 

“  I  thought  that  in  return  for  the  tip  you  might  relieve 
me  of  three-quarters  of  it.” 

u  I’ll  relieve  you  of  it  all.  Eve  given  orders  to  my 
brokers  to  buy  a  pretty  large  slice  of  the  wheat  crop. 
This  purchase  may  perhaps  send  up  the  price  to  the 
seventy-eight  at  which  you  purchased.  If  it  does,  I’ll 
sell  out  your  lot  and  send  you  the  money,  which  I  advise 
you  to  invest  in  gilt-edged  securities  and  leave  wheat 
alone.” 

“  All  right,”  said  Tom.  UI  know  when  I’ve  had 
enough.  Nevertheless,  it’s  a  sure  thing,  and  I  hate  to 
let  go.” 

“  If  it’s  a  sure  thing,”  said  Steele,  “  I’ll  hand  over  to 
you  a  percentage  of  what  I  win,  in  return  for  the  infor¬ 
mation  you  have  given  me.  You  go  straight  home, 
taking  this  newspaper  with  you.  Write  out  a  report 
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similar  in  length  to  these  Press  Alliance  telegrams,  giving 
name  of  locality,  and  the  actual  state  of  the  crop  in 
each  district.  Let  nobody  know  what  you  are  doing, 
and  work  all  night,  if  necessary,  until  the  report  is  com¬ 
plete.  Then  bring  it  to  me,  and  I’ll  have  it  typewritten 
in  this  office.  Now,  this  is  my  busy  day.  Clear  out. 
Good-bye.” 

Steele’s  buying  took  the  market  by  surprise.  No  one 
knew,  of  course,  who  the  purchaser  was,  but  the  price 
rose  rapidly,  point  by  point,  until  seventy-eight  was  again 
reached,  and  then  Steele  instantly  gave  orders  for  the  sale 
of  the  million  bushels  that  stood  in  Tom’s  name,  for  the 
double  purpose  of  getting  the  man  his  money,  and  lower¬ 
ing  the  price  so  that  his  own  purchases  might  be  accom¬ 
plished  at  a  less  figure  than  seventy-eight.  The  sale  took 
place  an  hour  before  the  closing  of  business,  and  chanced 
to  be  just  in  the  nick  of  time.  Orders  to  sell  came  in 
from  somewhere — supposedly  from  New  York,  and  wheat 
was  offered  in  any  quantity  at  practically  any  price  the 
buyers  liked  to  pay.  Some  one  was  hammering  down 
the  market.  A  fight  was  on  between  two  unknowns, 
and  pandemonium  was  let  loose  in  Chicago.  The  pit 
went  wild,  and  prices  came  down  with  a  run.  Steele 
had  already  stopped  his  buyers,  and  he  stood  from  under. 
Closing  prices  for  wheat  were  sixty-five,  three-eighths. 
John  Steele  did  some  deep  thinking  and  close  figuring 
that  night.  In  spite  of  his  purchases  of  the  day,  he  had 
still  a  million  dollars  left  to  gamble  with. 
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“  My  friend,  the  bear,”  he  said  to  himself,  “  is  very 
likely  to  keep  up  his  antics  to-morrow  to  frighten  the 
opposition.  If  he  squeezes  down  prices  to  sixty,  I’ll  buy 
five  million  bushels.  Every  cent  of  a  drop  will  mean 
a  loss  of  fifty  thousand  dollars.  It  reached  fifty  in  ’94, 
and  next  year  a  cent  and  a  quarter  less,  but  this  price  has 
never,  on  any  other  occasion,  been  touched  in  the  last 
forty  years.  Even  if  it  drops  to  that,  I’ll  have  lost  half 
a  million  or  so,  but  I  can  still  hang  on.  I’m  not  trying 
to  corner  the  market  ;  so,  Mr.  Bruin,  go  ahead,  and  let 
us  see  what  happens.” 

Next  day  the  panic  and  the  slump  continued.  Wheat 
fell  to  fifty-nine,  and  between  that  price  and  sixty-one 
John  Steele  secured  his  five  million  bushels. 

Who  were  the  operators  ?  That  was  what  the  papers 
wanted  to  know.  Was  it,  as  surmised,  a  contest  between 
New  York  and  Chicago  r  All  the  well-known  dealers 
were  interviewed,  but  each  and  every  one  insisted  he  was 
merely  an  interested  spectator,  holding  an  umbrella  over 
his  head.  There  was  going  to  be  a  blizzard,  so  every- 
body  had  his  eye  on  the  cyclone  cellar.  Experts  said  it 
was  a  good  time  to  seek  cover. 

Of  course,  John  Steele  might  have  rested  on  his  oars. 
He  was  reasonably  safe — in  fact,  he  was  perfectly  safe  if 
he  merely  held  on,  which  was  a  good  position  to  be  in. 
But  he  had  a  plan  of  his  own,  although  he  resolved  not 
to  buy  further  unless  wheat  reached  the  low  limit  of  half 
a  dollar.  In  that  case  he  feared  he  would  plunge.  This 
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night,  however,  he  proceeded  to  carry  out  his  plan,  which 
led  to  amazing  results.  He  put  Tom’s  report  of  the 
wheat  crop’s  condition,  now  nicely  typewritten,  into  his 
inside  pocket,  and  locked  up  his  office. 

All  the  upper  windows  of  a  commodious  business  block 
were  aglow  with  electric  light.  It  was  the  home  of  the 
Press  Alliance,  with  telegraphic  nerves  reaching  to  the 
furthermost  parts  of  the  earth.  Its  business  was  to 
gather  news,  which  it  furnished  to  journals  belonging  to 
the  Alliance.  John  Steele  was  acquainted  with  Simmonds, 
the  manager,  and  resolved  to  pay  him  an  evening  call  at 
what  was  certainly  a  most  inopportune  moment.  The 
great  hive  was  a-hum  with  activity.  The  wild  day  on 
the  Stock  Exchange  was  enough  of  itself  to  keep  it 
throbbing.  Simmonds  was  a  busy  man,  but  he  received 
John  Steele,  who  came  in  cool  and  self-possessed,  with 
courtesy  and  respect. 

“Well,  Simmonds,  I  suppose  you’re  just  rushed  to 
death,  so  I’ll  not  detain  you  a  moment.  I  want  to  see 
one  of  your  men  who  is  less  busy,  if,  indeed,  he  is  here 
to-night.” 

“We’re  all  here  to-night,  Steele.  I  hope  you’ve  not 
been  dabbling  in  wheat  ?  ” 

“  Me  ?  No  fear.  Wheat’s  rather  out  of  my  line.” 

“  Somebody’s  going  to  get  badly  hurt  before  the  week 
is  out.” 

“  So  I  understand,”  said  Steele,  nonchalantly,  as  if  it 
were  none  of  his  affair.  “  By  the  way,  talking  of  wheat, 


206  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

you  gather  statistics  of  the  crops  from  all  over  the  country, 
don’t  you— your  company,  I  mean  ?  ” 

“  Oh  yes,  several  times  a  year.” 

“From  what  office  is  that  done,  New  York  or 
Chicago  ?  ” 

“  Chicago,  of  course.” 

“  Who  is  in  charge  of  that  department  ?  ” 

“  Nicholson.  Why  r  ” 

“  I  should  like  to  have  a  chat  with  him  if  he’s  not  too 
busy.” 

“Well,  you’ve  mentioned  the  one  man  who  isn’t 
busy  to-night.  You  see,  his  work  is  a  daylight  job.” 

“  What  sort  of  a  fellow  is  he  ?  ” 

“He’s  a  new  man — at  least,  he’s  been  with  us  only 
six  months — that  is,  at  this  office.  He  came  on  from 
New  York.  Splendid  fellow,  though,  and  well  up  to  his 
work.” 

“  Good.  May  I  see  him  ?  ” 

“  I’ll  find  out  if  he’s  in  his  room.” 

Simmonds  spoke  through  a  telephone  and  then  said — - 

“Yes,  Mr.  Nicholson  will  see  you ;  but  I  say,  Steele, 
don’t  meddle  with  wheat.  If  you  want  any  information 
from  him,  remember  he  can’t  give  it  out,  except  to  the 
morning  papers.” 

“  Oh,  I  shan’t  buy  a  bushel  of  wheat  ;  don’t  be 
frightened.” 

“This  boy  will  take  you  to  Mr.  Nicholson’s  room. 
Good  night.” 
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Nicholson  proved  to  be  a  man  of  uncertain  age.  His 
hair  was  closely  cropped,  his  face  smoothly  shaven, 
bearing  a  look  of  determination  and  power,  which  one 
might  not  have  expected  to  find  in  a  mere  subordinate. 

“  Is  this  Mr.  John  Steele,”  he  asked  pleasantly,  “  the 
Napoleon  of  finance  who  stood  out  against  R.ockervelt  ?  ” 

“  Well,  I  don’t  know  about  the  Napoleon  part  of  it, 
Mr.  Nicholson,  but  Rockervelt  and  I  had  a  little  negotia¬ 
tion  a  while  ago  which  I  trust  ended  in  our  mutual 
advantage.  Now,  Mr.  Nicholson,”  continued  Steele, 
sitting  down  in  the  chair  offered  him,  a  if  you  are  not 
too  busy,  I  should  like  to  ask  you  a  few  questions.” 

“  I  am  not  very  busy,  Mr.  Steele,  and  shall  be 
pleased  to  answer  any  question  you  ask,  so  long  as  the 
information  sought  belongs  to  me,  and  not  to  my 
employers.” 

“  Who  is  your  employer,  Mr.  Nicholson  ?  ” 

“  My  employer  ?  Why,  the  Press  Alliance,  of 
course.” 

“  The  Press  Alliance  is  one  of  your  employers,  I 
know.  Your  nominal  employer,  let  us  say.  It  pays 
you  to  collect  accurate  information.  Who  pays  you  for 
disseminating  false  news  in  the  daily  journals  of  this 
country  ?  ” 

If  Jack  Steele  expected  a  start  of  guilty  surprise  or 
a  flash  of  anger  or  a  demand  for  explanation,  he  was 
disappointed.  The  impassive  face  remained  impassive. 
The  piercing  eyes  narrowed  a  little,  perhaps,  but  he 
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could  have  sworn  that  the  faint  glimmer  of  a  smile 
hovered  about  the  firm  lips.  The  voice  that  spoke  was 
under  perfect  control. 

“They  say  that  all  things  come  to  him  who  waits, 
and  here  is  an  illustration  of  it.  The  man  for  whom 
every  reporter  in  Chicago  is  searching,  and  whom  I  am 
most  desirous  to  meet,  walks  right  into  my  office.  How 
many  million  bushels  of  wheat  did  you  buy  to-day,  Mr. 
Steele  ?  ” 

John  Steele  was  a  much  more  genial  person  than 
this  man  from  New  York.  He  threw  back  his  head 
and  laughed. 

“Mr.  Nicholson,  I  am  delighted  to  have  made  your 
acquaintance.  Your  wild  guess  that  I  am  the  buyer  of 
wheat  is  really  flattering  to  me.  Yet  your  own  reference 
to  my  little  contest  with  Rockervelt  should  have  reminded 
you  that  I  deal  in  railways,  and  not  in  grain.” 

“The  reason  I  wished  to  meet  you,”  went  on  Mr. 
Nicholson,  as  if  the  other  had  not  spoken,  “is  because 
I  have  a  message  to  you  from  my  chiefs.” 

“Yes,  but  you  have  not  mentioned  who  your 
chiefs  are.” 

“  There  is  no  need  to  mention  them,  Mr.  Steele. 
When  I  tell  you  they  own  banks  in  every  city  in  the 
United  States;  that  the  income  of  the  head  of  our 
combination  is  fifty  million  dollars  a  year  from  merely 
one  branch  of  his  activity  ;  that  we  have  employes  in 
the  United  States  Treasury  powerful  enough  to  cause 
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the  funds  of  this  country  to  be  placed  for  safety  in  our 
banks  ;  that  my  principals  can,  if  they  wish,  gamble  with 
the  savings  of  the  people  of  the  United  States  deposited 
in  their  keeping  ;  that  they  have  agents  in  every  part 
of  the  world,  and  that  there  is  not  a  country  in  Europe, 
Asia,  or  Africa  which  does  not  pay  tribute  to  them  ; 
when  I  have  said  all  this,  Mr.  Steele,  I  think  two  things 
may  be  taken  for  granted — first,  no  names  need  be 
mentioned ;  second,  you  are  opposed  to  a  power 
infinitely  greater  than  that  of  Mr.  Rockervelt  or  any 
other  financial  force  which  the  world  contains.” 

a  You  are  right  in  both  surmises,  Mr.  Nicholson, 
and  I  experience  that  keen  joy  which  warriors  feel  with 
foemen  worthy  of  their  steel — if  you  will  excuse  the 
apparent  pun  on  my  own  name.  I  am  really  quoting 
from  Scott,  not  the  railway  man  of  that  name,  but  the 
poet.  And  now  for  your  message,  Mr.  Nicholson.” 

“  You  admit,  then,  that  you  are  the  buyer  ?  ” 

“  I’ll  admit  anything  in  the  face  of  such  a  formidable 
rival.” 

“Very  well.  My  chiefs  are  the  most  generous 
of  men.” 

“  Oh,  we  all  know  that.” 

a  If  you  have  lost  money  these  last  two  days,  they 
will  refund  it.  They  are  even  willing  to  allow  you 
a  reasonable  profit,  and  I  am  empowered  to  negotiate 
regarding  the  figures.” 

“  And  all  this  for  pure  philanthropy,  Mr.  Nicholson  ?  ” 

p 
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“  All  this  if  you  will  merely  stand  aside  and  not 
interfere  in  a  market  you  do  not  understand,  and  com¬ 
plicate  a  situation  that  is  already  somewhat  delicate.” 
u  And  if  I  refuse  to  stand  aside  ?  ” 

“  If  you  refuse,  they  will  crush  you,  as  they  have 
crushed  many  a  cleverer  man.” 

“  Ah  !  that’s  not  tactful,  Nicholson,  and  I’m  sure  it 
would  not  meet  the  approval  of  your  employers.  Your 
last  remark  is  apt  to  provoke  opposition  rather  than 
compliance.  Would  it  surprise  you  to  know  that  I 
possess  a  more  potent  backer  than  even  your  distinguished 
chief?” 

“  More  potent?  Yes,  it  would  surprise  me.  Have 
you  any  reluctance  in  mentioning  the  name  ?  ” 

“  Not  the  slightest — it’s  a  lady.” 
u  A  lady  ?  ” 

“Yes.  Dame  Nature — a  charming  old  woman  if 
you  stand  in  with  her  ;  a  blue  terror  if  you  go  against 
her.  The  wheat  crop  in  America  this  year  will  be 
only  three-quarters  of  the  normal  yield,  if  it  is  that  much. 
You  can  juggle  with  the  fact  for  a  little  time,  but  you 
can’t  conceal  it.  Even  the  great  firm  on  Broadway 
cannot  make  a  blade  of  wheat  grow  where  one  has  been 
killed  by  the  frost — not  in  the  same  year,  at  least.  So 
you  may  telegraph  to  your  distinguished  principals  and 
tell  them  that  John  Steele  and  Dame  Nature  are  going 
to  dance  a  minuet  with  those  two  Corsican  brothers  of 
New  York,  and  your  fraternal  friends  will  find  some 
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difficulty  in  keeping  pace  with  the  music.  And  so 
good-bye,  Mr.  Nicholson.” 

“  Good-bye,  Mr.  Steele.  I  am  very  sorry  we  cannot 
come  to  terms.” 

Once  outside,  Steele  hailed  a  cab  and  drove  to  the 
Daily  Blade  building.  Here,  as  at  the  Press  Alliance, 
every  one  was  hard  at  work  ;  but  Steele’s  name  was 
good  for  entrance  almost  anywhere  in  Chicago,  and  the 
managing  editor  did  not  keep  him  waiting. 

“  Good  evening,  Stoliker,”  began  Steele.  “I  have 
got  in  my  pocket  the  greatest  newspaper  ‘  beat  ’  that  has 
ever  been  let  loose  on  Chicago  since  the  night  of  the 
Brooklyn  Theatre  Fire.” 

“Then,  Steele,  you’re  as  welcome  as  flowers  that 
bloom  in  the  spring.  Out  with  it.” 

“  There’s  been  a  gigantic  conspiracy  to  delude  the 
Press  and  people  of  the  United  States.” 

“  Oh,  they’re  always  trying  that,”  said  Stoliker, 
indifferently. 

aYes,  but  this  time  they’ve  succeeded,  up  to  this 
evening.  Just  cast  your  eye  over  this  document.” 

A  managing  editor  is  quick  to  form  an  accurate 
estimate  of  the  proportions  of  a  piece  of  news  submitted 
to  him. 

“  If  any  one  else  had  brought  this  in,”  said  Stoliker, 
slowly,  “  do  you  know  what  I  should  have  thought  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  you  would  think  it  an  attempt  of  the  bulls  to 
get  in  out  of  the  rain  ?  ” 
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<l  Exactly.  You’ve  hit  it  the  first  time.  Can  you 
vouch  for  the  accuracy  of  this  ?  ” 

“  I  can.” 

“You  won’t  be  offended,  Steele,  if  I  ask  you  one 
more  question,  only  one  ?  ” 

“  I  know  what  the  question  is.” 

“  What  is  it  ?  ” 

“You  are  going  to  ask  if  I  have  been  buying 
wheat  ?  ” 

“  Well,  you  seem  to  know  exactly  what’s  in  my 
mind.  Conversation  is  rather  superfluous  with  so  sharp 
a  man  as  you  are.  Have  you  been  buying  wheat  ?  ” 

“Yes,  I’m  the  person  who  caused  the  flutter  in  the 
market  these  last  two  days.” 

“  If  I  publish  this,  the  price  of  wheat  will  instantly 
jump  up.” 

“  No,  it  won’t.” 

“  Oh,  that’s  the  evident  object  of  the  whole  thing. 
If  I  prove  that  the  wheat  crop  of  America  is  from 
twenty-five  to  thirty  per  cent,  short,  up  goes  the  price 
of  wheat.” 

“  My  dear  Stoliker,  your  paper  will  sell  like  hot 
cakes,  but  no  one  will  believe  a  word  you  say.  Every 
one  on  ’Change  will  think  exactly  as  you  do — that  this 
is  a  device  of  the  bulls,  and  so  the  price  of  wheat  is  likely 
to  remain  stationary  for  some  hours.  But  this  sensational 
and  categorical  statement  is  bound  to  make  everybody 
uneasy,  and  there  will  be  a  good  deal  of  telegraphing 
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going  on  during  the  forenoon.  By  the  time  the  evening 
papers  are  out,  it  will  begin  to  dawn  on  commercial 
Chicago  that  you’ve  done  the  biggest  thing  that’s  been 
done  for  years.  After  that,  every  moment  will  enhance 
your  reputation.” 

“  Quite  so  y  if- — and  that  ‘if’  is  the  biggest  word  in 
the  dictionary  just  now — if  this  article  is  accurate.  If 
it  isn’t,  then  the  reverse  of  all  you  have  predicted  will 
happen.” 

“  My  dear  Stoliker,  I  was  quite  prepared  for  this 
unbelief.  I  therefore  took  the  precaution  before  the 
bank  closed  to  get  a  certified  cheque  for  a  hundred 
thousand  dollars,  and  here  it  is.  Pay  this  into  your 
bank  to-morrow,  and  offer  in  your  papers  a  hundred 
thousand  dollars  to  any  one  who  will  prove  the  report 
inaccurate.  It  has  been  compiled  by  a  man  I  can  vouch 
for,  in  the  employ  of  the  Wheat  Belt  Line,  who  has 
visited  every  spot  mentioned  in  the  report.  Now,  time 
is  precious  ;  I  give  you  five  minutes  in  which  to  make 
up  your  mind.” 

“  I  don’t  need  them  ;  my  mind  is  made  up.  I’ll 
print  it.” 

Next  day,  events  proved  that  Steele  was  no  false 
prophet.  Wheat  fluctuated  for  a  time  up  and  down, 
then  began  to  rise  steadily,  and  at  last  shot  up  like  a 
rocket,  ending  at  eighty- three  and  a  quarter.  Before 
the  week  was  out  it  was  well  over  the  dollar  mark,  and 
John  Steele  was  richer  by  more  than  three  millions  of 


214  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

dollars.  The  night  of  the  day  in  which  he  sold  out  he 
strolled  into  the  Press  Alliance  offices  and  visited  his 
perturbed  friend  Simmonds. 

“I  would  like  to  see  Mr.  Nicholson  again,”  he  said. 

“  Oh,  curse  him  !  ”  cried  Simmonds,  “  he’s  gone  to 
New  York;  and  I  wish  he  had  never  left  there.  I 
suppose  you  don’t  know  what  a  hole  he  put  us  into, 
because  you’re  not  interested  in  wheat.” 

“  Really  ?  Why,  I  was  tremendously  impressed 
by  Nicholson’s  manner  and  appearance  !  ” 

“  Oh,  his  manner  and  appearance  were  all  right. 
He  came  here  with  the  very  highest  recommendations — 
in  fact,  he  was  the  one  man  in  our  employ  of  all  the 
hundreds  here  that  I  had  orders  from  headquarters  not 
to  dismiss  on  any  account.  I  was  as  much  taken  with 
his  looks  as  you  were.  I  would  have  sworn  he  was  true 
to  his  employers,  yet  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  he 
sold  them  as  if  they  were  a  flock  of  sheep.” 

“You  are  mistaken,  Simmonds.  He  was  perfectly 
true  to  his  employers.” 


CHAPTER  XII 


THE  EMBODIMENT  OF  MAMMON 

There  now  projects  across  these  pages  the  sinister 
shadow  of  a  man.  He  was  one  seldom  seen  except  by 
his  immediate  business  associates,  and  yet  seldom  has 
a  newspaper  been  issued  that  did  not  contain  his  name. 
This  was  Peter  Berrington,  the  greatest  financial  brain 
the  world  had  hitherto  produced — the  modern  embodiment 
of  Mammon.  In  early  life  there  had  occurred  to  him  the 
obvious  proposition  that  if  any  one  man  could  control  the 
manufacture  and  sale  of  some  simple  article  in  universal 
use,  he  would  secure  a  fortune  greater  than  that  of  all 
the  monarchs  on  earth  put  together.  Peter  Berrington 
chose  soap  as  his  medium,  and  the  world-renowned  trust 
called  Amalgamated  Soap  has  been  the  outcome.  His 
methods  were  as  simple  as  his  products.  He  offered 
what  he  considered  a  fair  price  to  a  rival  for  his  business 
and  if  that  rival  refused,  Peter  crushed  him  by  a  com¬ 
petition  the  other  could  not  withstand.  Berrington 
seemed  to  act  on  one  fixed  rule  in  life,  which  was  to 
avoid  the  law  courts  wherever  possible  ;  yet,  nevertheless, 
he  was  haled  to  the  bar  on  many  occasions,  but  invariably 
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he  escaped  unscathed,  without  a  stain  on  his  character,  as 
if  the  soap  he  supplied  to  the  universe  had  removed  even 
the  suspicion  of  dishonesty  from  himself.  It  pleases  the 
world  to  buy  soap  under  different  titles,  but  it  is  all 
manufactured  by  the  same  company.  Berrington’s  air¬ 
tight  monopoly  finally  produced  an  annual  income  in 
excess  of  the  fortune  any  man  on  earth  possessed  twenty- 
five  years  ago.  With  this  ever-increasing  income  he 
bought  banks,  first  in  New  York,  then  in  every  other 
great  city,  and  finally  in  the  larger  towns.  He  purchased 
trust  companies  and  insurance  associations.  He  bought 
railways  and  steamship  lines,  also  city  councils  and  State 
legislators,  judges,  juries,  and  senators.  He  was  now  the 
guardian  and  manipulator  of  the  people’s  savings,  and  his 
banks  had  the  handling  of  all  the  money  the  United 
States  Government  possessed.  Magazines  printed  vivid 
articles  exhibiting  the  dark  points  of  his  career.  Peter 
never  entered  a  protest.  Powerful  newspapers  hurled 
vigorous  denunciations  against  him,  but  Peter  never 
replied.  The  few  who  knew  him  in  private  life 
described  him  as  a  quiet,  timorous  man,  apparently  with¬ 
out  opinions  of  his  own,  who  was  withal  deeply  religious. 
Yet  all  the  histories  printed  of  him  never  contained  the 
record  of  any  man  who  had  defeated  him. 

It  was  but  natural,  then,  that  the  Chicago  papers 
should  make  much  of  John  Steele’s  encounter  with  this 
giant  of  the  financial  world.  Steele  had  met  him  on  the 
battle-ground  of  the  Chicago  wheat-pit,  and  had  routed 
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him,  horse,  foot,  and  dragoons.  The  Dally  Blade's  ex¬ 
posure  of  the  real  wheat  situation  of  the  country  had  been 
so  sudden  that  the  barrels  of  money  which  Peter  Berring- 
ton  kept  in  readiness  to  buy  the  whole  crop,  when  he  had 
hammered  the  price  low  enough,  remained  unopened  and 
unexpended. 

Berrington  would  have  made  billions  at  one  fell 
swoop  had  not  this  man  Steele  blindly,  quite  unwittingly, 
stumbled  across  his  path  and  tripped  him  up.  The 
newspapers  exaggeratingly  credited  Steele  with  making 
many  more  millions  than  he  had  actually  secured,  and  it 
was  only  when  the  anxious  three  days  of  panic  had  ended 
that  Steele  himself  realized  what  a  tremendous  fortune 
had  been  within  his  grasp  if  he  could  have  commanded 
the  capital  to  manipulate  the  situation,  or  even  if  he  had 
risked  all  he  actually  possessed.  Indeed,  Steele  perceived 
when  too  late  that  he  had  blundered  into  the  biggest  deal 
ever  projected  upon  this  earth,  and  while  he  undoubtedly 
spoiled  the  game  for  its  inaugurators,  he  did  not  himself 
profit  nearly  as  much  as  might  have  been  the  case.  He 
began  to  question  his  own  judgment,  and  the  uneasy 
thought  came  to  him  that  if  he  had  made  terms  that 
night  with  Nicholson  in  the  office  of  the  Press  Alliance, 
he  might  have  made  from  ten  to  twenty  millions  instead 
of  three  or  four.  Yet  he  was  consoled  by  the  belief  that 
Peter  would  have  been  true  to  no  bargain  he  might  have 
made,  and  in  the  end  would  have  robbed  him  of  the 
agreed  share.  In  spite  of  his  religious  reputation,  Peter 
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was  accredited  with  no  qualms  of  conscience  in  a  business 
transaction. 

The  Western  newspapers  re-recited  Steele’s  brief 
besting  of  Rockervelt,  which  was  now  utterly  eclipsed 
by  his  victory  over  Berrington,  and  they  jocularly  advised 
New  York  rustics  to  stay  at  home  and  not  venture  into  a 
real  city  like  Chicago.  In  face  of  all  this  ridicule,  and  in 
spite  of  accusations  and  denunciations  levelled  against 
him  for  his  efforts  to  mislead  a  free  and  incorruptible 
Press,  Peter  Berrington  made  no  sign,  and  New  York 
silently  swallowed  up  the  mysterious  Nicholson.  A  few 
wiseacres  in  Chicago  shook  their  heads  as  they  read  the 
laudations  of  Mr.  John  Steele,  saying  the  young  man  was 
not  yet  done  with  Peter  Berrington  ;  and  later  events 
proved  the  correctness  of  their  surmise. 

Steele  himself  was  not  particularly  frightened  at  the 
outlook,  but  neither  was  he  extremely  pleased.  He  was 
sorry  that  Fate  had  brought  him  into  opposition  with 
Peter  Berrington,  but  he  had  learned  that  fact  too  late  to 
withdraw.  When  he  met  Nicholson,  and  became  aware 
that  the  Great  Bear  was  Amalgamated  Soap,  he  was 
already  committed  too  deeply  for  half  measures  to  aid 
him.  He  had  acted  at  once,  decisively  and  successfully, 
and  would  have  been  relieved  had  he  merely  got  out 
even.  It  was  his  usual  luck  that  he  came  away  with 
large  profits,  and  for  that  he  thanked  Fate,  because  he 
knew  his  enemy  was  ruthless.  Success  did  not  turn  his 
head  in  the  least.  He  was  a  cool  thinker,  and  detested 
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all  this  newspaper  notoriety.  He  knew  fortunes  were 
not  made  by  the  beating  of  drums,  and  he  kept  very 
quiet  until  the  hubbub  was  over,  refusing  to  see  reporters 
or  say  anything  about  the  matter,  save  to  his  most  inti¬ 
mate  friends.  He  hoped  that  some  fresh  sensation  would 
speedily  drive  his  name  from  the  columns  of  the  Press, 
and  until  that  time  came  he  sought  shelter,  doing  nothing. 
He  comforted  himself  with  the  thought  that  Peter  Ber- 
rington,  while  merciless  to  an  opponent,  was  merciless 
merely  to  acquire  that  opponent’s  business.  He  believed 
the  great  man  to  be  entirely  without  sentiment,  and 
therefore  surmised  he  would  not  seek  revenge  when  an 
act  was  once  completed  and  done  with.  Nevertheless, 
he  resolved  to  keep  his  weather  eye  open,  which  was 
wise. 

The  new  celebrity  he  had  attained  brought  all  sorts 

and  conditions  of  men  to  his  offices.  He  began  to  think 

that  every  wild-cat  scheme  in  the  country  was  placed 

before  him.  Letters  poured  in  from  various  parts  of  the 

world,  and  he  was  offered  gold  mines,  patents,  railways, 

steamship  lines,  industrial  enterprises  and  what  not.  He 

took  larger  offices  and  protected  himself  from  intrusion. 

He  became  a  much  more  difficult  man  to  see  than  even 
* 

the  President  of  the  United  States — or  perhaps  it  would 
be  more  fitting  to  say  than  Mr.  Peter  Berrington,  for 
Peter  allowed  no  outsider  to  penetrate  to  his  den. 

There  was  one  man,  however,  who  succeeded  in 
reaching  the  inner  room  of  John  Steele,  and  his  card 
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bore  the  name  of  William  Metcalfe.  This  card  had 
been  preceded,  however,  by  some  excellent  letters  of 
introduction,  and  so  John  Steele  made  an  appointment 
with  him.  He  was  favourably  impressed  by  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  Mr.  Metcalfe,  who  did  not  look  like  a  city  man, 
but  rather  a  cross  between  a  bluff  farmer  and  a  shrewd 
manufacturer — which,  indeed,  he  turned  out  to  be.  After 
seating  himself,  William  Metcalfe  plunged  directly  into 
the  heart  of  his  business,  without  preliminary,  which  also 
pleased  John  Steele. 

“  I  know  your  time  is  valuable,”  he  said  ;  “  so  is 
mine.  I  have  undertaken  an  operation  that  proves  too 
big  for  me,  and  I  want  you  to  help  me  carry  it  out.” 

“  I  have  three  rules,  Mr.  Metcalfe,  which  I  rarely 
break.  In  the  first  place,  I  never  finance  anything.  If, 
for  instance,  you  wish  to  build  a  factory,  or  to  exploit  a 
patent,  it  is  useless  coming  to  me  expecting  help.” 

“  I  have  no  factory  to  build  and  no  patent  to  exploit,” 
said  Metcalfe. 

“  My  second  rule  is  that  the  man  with  whom  I  go 
in,  must  be  prepared  to  put  up  dollar  for  dollar  with  me 
in  hard  cash,  and  not  in  future  prospects.” 

u  I  am  prepared  to  do  that,”  rejoined  Metcalfe. 

“  My  third  rule  is  that  I  must  see  for  myself  and 
understand  the  business  offered.  I  do  not  give  a  hang 
for  the  opinions  of  experts.  If  the  proposal  is  compli¬ 
cated  beyond  my  comprehension,  I  don’t  go  in.” 

“  Quite  right,”  commended  Metcalfe.  “  None  of 
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your  three  rules  will  be  in  the  least  infringed  by  me. 
Do  you  know  anything  of  the  beet-sugar  business  ?  ” 
u  I  do  not.” 

“  Did  you  ever  hear  of  Bradley,  of  Bay  City  ?  ” 
u  I  did  not.” 

“Well,  what  Bradley  accomplished  may  be  under¬ 
stood  by  a  ten-year-old  boy.  He  went  over  to  Germany, 
and  came  back  with  a  parcel  of  seeds  in  his  handbag, 
which  seeds  he  planted.  From  that  parcel  has  grown 
the  beetroot  industry  of  Michigan.  There  are  now 
factories  in  that  State  capitalized  at  ten  millions  of 
dollars.  There  are  nearly  a  hundred  thousand  acres  of 
Michigan  land  in  beets.  Ten  years  ago  I  hadn’t  a 
penny  ;  to-day  I  think  I  could  put  as  much  money  on 
the  table  as  you,  and  all  on  account  of  those  seeds 
Bradley  brought  from  Germany.  I  own  three  big  fac¬ 
tories  in  Michigan,  and  four  others  in  States  further 
west.  You  hinted  that  you  didn’t  wish  to  deal  in  pro¬ 
babilities  ;  but,  if  you  will  forgive  me  for  saying  it, 
there  is  no  industry  in  this  country  at  the  present 
moment  which  offers  greater  promise  than  the  manu¬ 
facture  of  sugar  out  of  beetroot.” 

“  I  dare  say,”  remarked  Steele,  indifferently.  “  I  am 
quite  willing  to  applaud  the  excellent  Bradley,  who  made 
millions  of  beets  grow  where  none  had  grown  before.  I 
admire  such  a  man  exceedingly,  even  though  unprepared 
to  follow  in  his  steps.  You  see,  Mr.  Metcalfe,  I  am  not 
a  useful  citizen  like  yourself  and  Mr.  Bradley.  I  simply 
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make  a  raid  at  some  project,  filch  what  I  can,  and  get 
back  into  my  den.  As  I  told  you,  I  am  not  building 
factories,  not  even  those  that  squeeze  the  succulent  beet. 
I  squeeze  my  opponents  on  the  Stock  Exchange.  My 
motto  is  large  profits  and  quick  returns.” 

u  I  am  here  to  offer  you  immense  profits  and  imme¬ 
diate  returns.  I  understand  the  sugar  business  down  to 
the  ground,  and  have  realized  its  possibilities  for  several 
years  past.  Therefore  I  determined  to  combine  all  the 
big  sugar  factories  at  present  existing  in  the  United 
States.  Rapidly  as  I  myself  have  acquired  wealth,  the 
sugar  business  has  been  growing  too  quickly  for  me,  and 
at  the  beginning  of  this  year  I  saw  I  had  to  put  my 
project  into  action,  or  else  interest  a  body  of  financiers, 
which  I  did  not  wish  to  do,  for  my  ambition  is  to  control 
the,  sugar-beet  industry  of  the  United  States,  and  ulti¬ 
mately  of  the  world.” 

u  Ah,  you  hope  to  become  a  sort  of  sweetened  Peter 
Berrington,”  said  Steele,  with  a  smile,  and  he  thought  of 
this  remark  somewhat  grimly  later  on. 

“  Exactly,”  said  Metcalfe,  seriously,  without  dupli¬ 
cating  the  other’s  smile.  “  As  I  told  you,  I  own  outright 
seven  factories.  I  secured  options  on  all  the  rest,  and  in 
each  case  have  paid  down  a  forfeit,  for  I  shall  be  com¬ 
pelled  to  buy  outright  within  the  next  month  if  I  am  to 
hold  them.  Now,  the  total  cost  of  all  the  factories  in 
the  States  at  present,  built  or  building,  comes  to  almost 
double  the  capital  I  possess.  If  you  will  put  up  dollar 
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for  dollar  with  me,  we  will  purchase  these  factories  out¬ 
right.  Then  we  will  form  the  whole  into  a  gigantic 
company.  When  this  is  done,  you  can  withdraw  your 
money,  and  probably  as  much  more  as  you  put  in.  If 
the  public  does  not  subscribe  the  full  amount  we  demand, 
I  [will  guarantee  to  relieve  you  at  par  of  all  the  shares 
that  may  fall  to  your  portion.” 

“  How  can  you  guarantee  to  do  that  when  at  the 
present  moment  you  have  not  got  more  than  half  the 
necessary  capital  for  forming  the  company  ?  ” 

“  I  can  guarantee  it  because  I  am  certain  the  public 
will  subscribe  ;  but  even  if  they  do  not,  the  moment  the 
company  is  formed  there  is  a  bank  in  this  city  willing 
to  advance  me  cash  to  the  amount  of  three-quarters  of 
our  capital.  Therefore  I  can  guarantee  that  you  will 
double  your  money  within  a  month — that  is,  within  a 
month  of  your  putting  it  in.  You  say  you  care  nothing 
for  the  opinions  of  experts  ;  neither  do  I,  therefore  I 
propose  that  you  become  my  guest  for  two  weeks,  and 
visit  most  of  the  factories  now  under  my  control.  You 
can  see  the  books  and  balance-sheets  of  my  own  con¬ 
cerns,  and  from  what  you  learn  under  my  tuition  you 
will  be  able  to  form  a  very  good  estimate  of  how  the 
other  factories  are  placed.” 

u  I  understand  very  little  about  company  promoting,” 
said  Steele,  dubiously. 

“  I  understood  just  as  little  a  short  time  since,  but  it 
was  necessary  that  I  should  learn,  and  I  have  learnt. 
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Besides,  I  have  secured  letters  of  introduction  to  Farwell 
Brothers,  the  most  substantial  and  honest  firm  connected 
with  that  business  in  Chicago.  The  same  people  intro¬ 
duced  me  to  them  that  introduced  me  to  you.  Suppose, 
for  instance,  the  combined  factories  were  to  cost  us  ten 
million  dollars.  With  such  prospects  as  there  are  ahead, 
we  would  be  quite  justified  in  forming  a  company  for 
twenty  millions.  If  the  public  subscribed  only  half  of 
what  we  demanded,  we  would  have  our  factories  for 
nothing,  and  still  control  the  combination.” 

“  How  about  your  working  capital  ?  ” 

“We  don’t  need  working  capital.  Every  factory  is 
making  money.” 

“Well,  candidly,  Mr.  Metcalfe,  that  project  seems 
too  easy  and  simple  to  be  entirely  feasible.  There  must 
be  something  lying  in  wait  to  wreck  it.” 

“  Nothing  so  far  as  I  can  see,”  said  Metcalfe,  con¬ 
fidently. 

“What  if  the  public  do  not  subscribe  a  penny  ?” 

“Oh,  I’ve  looked  out  for  that.  When  I  got  the 
options,  there  was,  of  course,  no  longer  any  need  for 
keeping  the  affair  secret,  and  I  have  already  been  pro¬ 
mised  subscriptions  to  the  new  company  to  the  extent  of 
one-third  the  proposed  capital  of  twenty  millions.  That 
one-third  will  be  subscribed  in  Michigan  and  Wisconsin 
alone,  without  touching  the  State  of  Illinois  or  the  capi¬ 
talists  of  Chicago.” 

“  Very  well,  Mr.  Metcalfe,  you  appear  to  have  thought 
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of  everything.  I’ll  accept  your  invitation,  so  long  as  it 
binds  me  to  nothing,  and  will  go  wherever  you  lead  me, 
beginning,  let  us  say,  with  one  of  your  own  factories.  I 
understand  figures,  and  I  shall  want  to  see  the  books  and 
make  a  somewhat  thorough  search  into  the  income  of  at 
least  the  principal  factories.  You  have  no  objection  to 
that,  I  suppose  ?  ” 

“  No,  not  in  the  least.  Big  as  our  capitalization  will 
be,  this  is  a  thoroughly  sound  industrial  proposition,  and 
before  five  years  are  over  I  am  certain  that  we  will  be 
justified  in  doubling  our  normal  capital  if  we  wish  to  do 
so,  and  paying  a  mighty  good  percentage  on  the  same. 
Of  course,  I  stand  by  the  business.  I  suppose  you  wish 
to  pull  out  as  quickly  as  possible  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  that’s  the  idea.  I  hope  you  have  not  offered 
extravagant  prices  for  these  factories  ?  ” 

“  That’s  just  the  point.  I  have  not.  You  see,  as  I 
told  you,  I  am  thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  business. 
A  capitalist  from  New  York  or  Chicago  might  have 
been  deluded,  but  they  cannot  delude  a  practical  man 
like  myself.  Indeed,  to  convince  you  of  the  con¬ 
fidence  that  others  show  in  the  proposed  company,  I 
may  tell  you  that  the  capital  promised  comes  largely 
from  the  present  owners  of  those  factories,  who  ap¬ 
preciate  the  economies  to  be  inaugurated  by  combi¬ 
nation,  and  who  in  some  instances  are  putting  back 
into  the  new  company  the  entire  amount  I  shall  pay 
them.” 


Q 
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“  Do  they  know  you  intend  to  capitalize  for  double 
what  the  property  has  cost  ?  ” 

“Naturally  not,  Mr.  Steele.  Of  course  they  under¬ 
stand  I  am  not  in  this  business  entirely  for  my  health  ; 
but  apart  from  that,  any  one  conversant  with  the  pro¬ 
gress  the  beet  industry  has  made  during  the  last  four  or 
five  years  is  well  aware  that  the  developments  of  the 
next  five  or  six  will  be  something  enormous.” 

“  All  right,  Mr.  Metcalfe.  I’m  ready  to  go  with 
you  to-morrow,  if  that  is  not  too  soon  for  you.” 

John  Steele’s  visits  to  the  beet-sugar  district  more 
than  corroborated  all  that  Mr.  Metcalfe  had  told  him. 
Quietly  he  studied  his  host  and  guide  during  the 
excursion,  and  the  more  he  saw  of  him  the  better  he 
liked  him.  If  there  was  an  honest  man  in  the  country, 
that  man  appeared  to  be  William  Metcalfe,  in  spite  of 
his  determination  to  capitalize  the  properties  for  double 
what  he  paid  for  them.  John’s  own  conscience  was  not 
supersensitive  on  this  point,  and  his  private  opinion 
would  have  been  that  a  man  was  a  fool  not  to  take  all 
he  could  get.  So,  before  they  returned  to  Chicago,  he 
had  quite  made  up  his  mind  to  become  a  partner  with 
William  Metcalfe  in  forming  the  Consolidated  Beet 
Sugar  Company.  Metcalfe  having  no  domicile  in 
Chicago,  the  headquarters  of  the  new  trust  was  the 
private  office  of  John  Steele  and  the  apartments  adjoining. 
These  adjoining  apartments  were  occupied  by  William 
Metcalfe,  upon  whose  shoulders  naturally  fell  the  bulk 
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of  the  work.  It  was  he  who  saw  the  lawyers  to  whom 
he  had  been  introduced  ;  who  negotiated  with  the  bank 
and  made  such  outside  arrangements  as  were  necessary 
in  the  launching  of  so  gigantic  a  scheme.  Steele  was 
more  and  more  impressed  with  the  business  capacity 
of  his  new  partner  as  the  days  went  on,  and  he  con¬ 
gratulated  himself  on  being  in  conjunction  with  so 
capable  a  man.  Notwithstanding  his  increasing  con¬ 
fidence  he  never  for  a  moment  relaxed  his  vigilance, 
nor  was  anything  done  without  his  sanction  and 
approval,  and  he  allowed  no  obscure  point  to  pass 
without  thoroughly  mastering  it.  Towards  the  con¬ 
clusion  of  preliminary  arrangements,  he  saw  with  some 
apprehension  that  this  project  would  involve  every 
penny  of  capital  he  possessed,  and  this,  of  course,  was 
cause  for  anxiety,  though  not  for  alarm,  because  all  the 
omens  were  favourable.  Yet  his  vigilance  might  have 
been  of  little  avail  had  not  chance  played  into  his 
hands.  Steele  was  constantly  in  the  office ;  Metcalfe 
was  frequently  called  elsewhere,  and  in  one  of  his 
absences  a  telegraph-boy  brought  in  a  message. 

“  Any  answer  ?  ”  asked  the  lad. 

Steele  tore  open  the  envelope  and  gazed  at  the 
telegram  for  a  moment,  uncomprehending.  It  was  in 
cipher.  Then  he  looked  at  the  envelope  and  saw  it 
was  addressed  to  his  partner. 

“  No  answer,”  said  Steele  to  the  boy  ;  “  but  look 
here,  my  lad,  do  you  want  to  earn  fifty  cents  ?  ” 
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“  Sure,”  replied  the  messenger. 

“Very  well,  get  me  another  envelope  from  the 
nearest  telegraph-office.  I  see  this  is  for  my  partner,  not 
for  me.” 

He  threw  half  a  dollar  on  the  table,  which  the  boy 
grasped  eagerly. 

“  Be  as  quick  as  you  can,”  cried  Steele,  before  he 
reached  the  door. 

The  cipher  telegram  was  a  long  one,  but  speedily 
Steele  wrote  it  out  on  a  sheet  of  paper.  When  the  boy 
returned  with  the  envelope,  Steele  placed  the  telegram 
within  it,  sealed  it,  and  addressed  it  in  imitation  of  the 
telegraphic  clerk.  Then  he  walked  into  the  adjoining 
office  and  placed  the  resealed  telegram  on  Mr.  Metcalfe’s 
desk. 

“Now,  why  does  honest  William  Metcalfe  receive 
a  long  telegram  in  cipher  from  New  York  ?  ”  said  Steele 
to  himself,  knitting  his  brows.  “  He  has  never  even 
mentioned  New  York  to  me,  yet  he  is  in  secret  com¬ 
munication  with  some  one  there.  Lord  !  one  can  never 
tell  when  the  biggest  sort  of  crank  will  not  suddenly 
loom  up  as  the  most  useful  man  in  the  world  !  ”  cried 
Steele,  as  he  suddenly  bethought  himself  of  Billy  Brooks, 
a  jocular  person  who  bored  all  Chicago  with  his  know¬ 
ledge  of  cipher,  claiming  there  was  nothing  he  couldn’t 
unravel  except  the  Knock  Alphabet  cipher  of  the  Russian 
Nihilists.  And  Billy  had  his  office  in  the  fifteenth  story 
of  the  adjoining  block.  Steele  shoved  the  copy  of  the 


THE  EMBODIMENT  OF  MAMMON  229 

telegram  in  his  trousers-pocket,  put  on  his  silk  hat,  went 
down  one  elevator,  and  up  another,  in  almost  less  time 
than  it  takes  to  tell  about  it. 

“Say,  Billy,  I’ve  got  a  cipher  here  that  you  can’t 
decode,  and  I’ve  got  twenty  dollars  to  bet  on  it.” 

“  Let’s  see  your  cipher,”  cried  Billy,  his  eyes  spark¬ 
ling.  “  All  ciphers  fall  into  seven  distinct  classes. 
These  classes  are  then  subdivided  into - -  ” 

“Yes,  I  know,  I  know  !”  cried  Steele,  impatiently. 
“  Here’s  the  message.” 

Billy  glanced  at  it. 

“  Hand  over  your  twenty  dollars,  Steele.” 

“  What  !  you  haven’t  solved  it  already  ?  ” 

“  No,  but  I  see  at  a  glance  it  falls  into  division  three 
and  into  subdivision  nineteen.  I’ll  decode  it  within  an 
hour.  Shall  I  bring  it  over  to  your  office  ?  ” 

“  No,  Billy,  I’ll  sit  down  right  here,  even  if  you  are 
six  hours  at  it.  I  herewith  place  two  ten-dollar  bills  on 
your  desk,  and  if  this  proves  important,  which  it  may  or 
may  not,  I’ll  multiply  those  bills  by  ten  ;  and  for  that 
number  of  days,  at  least,  I  shall  require  the  utmost 
secrecy.” 

“  All  right,  John,  sit  down  and  keep  quiet,  and  there’s 
the  latest  evening  paper.” 

There  was  silence  in  the  room  as  Billy  opened  a 
book-case  and  took  down  one  bulky  tome,  two  medium¬ 
sized  books,  and  a  number  of  smaller  volumes  that  looked 
like  dictionaries.  Turning  to  his  desk,  he  wrote  the 
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message  in  a  variety  of  different  ways,  on  as  many  sheets 
of  paper.  For  nearly  three-quarters  of  an  hour  no  sound 
was  heard  but  the  scratching  of  a  pen  now  and  then, 
and  the  rustle  of  leaves.  Then  the  stillness  was  broken 
by  a  war-whoop. 

“  Here  you  are,  John,  my  boy  ;  and  I’ll  take  my 
Bible  oath  on  its  accuracy.  Couldn’t  be  such  a  series  of 
coincidences  as  to  run  so  smoothly  otherwise. 

“  Precious  greenbacks  !  Loot  divine  ! 

Twenty  dollars,  you  are  mine  !  ” 

Billy  jubilantly  grasped  the  currency  and  shoved  it 
into  his  pocket,  handing  the  sheet  of  paper  to  Steele,  who 
read — 

u  I  shall  occupy  room  one  hundred  and  fifty  at  the 
Grand  Pacific  Hotel  on  Thursday,  the  twenty-seventh, 
at  eleven  a.m.  Do  not  ask  for  me  at  the  office,  nor  take 
the  elevator,  but  come  up  the  stair  and  rap  twice.  Wait 
two  minutes,  and  rap  a  third  time.  Bring  all  documents 
with  you.” 

There  was  no  signature. 

“  Billy,”  said  Steele,  rather  seriously,  “  we  will  now 
burn  all  your  figuring,  if  you  don’t  mind,  and  then  I 
wish  you  to  obliterate  this  from  your  memory.  I  cannot 
tell  until  after  Thursday  whether  it  is  important  or  not. 
I  think,  however,  if  you  keep  mum,  this  will  be  worth  an 
extra  two  hundred  dollars  to  you.” 

“You  can  depend  on  me,  John.  We’re  not  all 
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making  money  as  fast  as  you  are.  Of  course,  I  know 
that  financial  ciphers  are  usually  important.  Here’s  the 
debris ;  burn  it  on  the  oilcloth,  near  the  register.” 

Steele’s  investigation  of  the  Grand  Pacific  Hotel  floor 
occupied  by  room  one  hundred  and  fifty  showed  him 
that  this  apartment  was  well  chosen,  for  neither  of  the 
rooms  on  either  side  had  a  communicating  door.  How¬ 
ever,  he  engaged  room  one  hundred  and  forty-nine,  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  hall,  and  before  ten  o’clock  on  the 
twenty-seventh  he  took  up  his  position  inside  that  apart¬ 
ment.  When  eleven  o’clock  approached,  he  locked  his 
door,  shoved  the  table  against  it,  stood  thereon,  and 
looked  through  the  transom  into  the  hall.  He  darkened 
his  own  window  so  that  he  could  not  be  observed  by  any 
one  glancing  up  outside.  He  heard  the  first  knock,  then 
cautiously  peered  down  and  recognized  William  Metcalfe 
standing  there,  facing  the  opposite  door,  with  a  bundle 
under  his  arm.  After  the  third  knock,  Metcalfe  entered, 
but  opened  the  door  so  slightly  that  Steele  could  see 
nothing  within,  nor  did  he  hear  any  greeting  voice.  A 
full  hour  passed  with  not  a  sound  from  the  closed  room, 
then  Metcalfe  came  out  again,  with  the  bundle  still  under 
his  arm,  and  walked  quietly  away,  leaving  his  partner 
on  watch  at  the  transom.  Time  goes  slowly  for  a  man 
on  tip-toe  with  eyes  strained,  but  at  last  his  patience  was 
rewarded.  The  door  opposite  opened,  and  the  head  of 
Nicholson  appeared.  He  glanced  quickly  up  and  down 
the  hall,  and  as  the  way  was  apparently  clear,  stepped 
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out  and  vanished.  John  Steele  came  down  from  the 
table,  drew  aside  the  curtains,  and  let  the  light  into  the 
darkened  room.  He  poured  some  water  from  the  carafe 
into  a  tumbler,  swallowed  the  liquid  at  a  gulp,  then  sank 
into  the  armchair  beside  the  bed.  He  gave  utterance  to 
an  uneasy  laugh,  then  muttered  a  sentence  which  might 
be  called  unexpected — 

“  Billy  Brooks,  my  boy,  you’ll  get  your  two  hundred 
dollars  !  ” 

Drawing  a  deep  breath,  he  then  concentrated  his 
mind  on  the  crisis  with  which  he  was  confronted.  Met¬ 
calfe  was  probably  owner  of  the  sugar  factories,  and  was, 
as  he  had  said,  a  well-known  business  man  in  Michigan  ; 
but,  nevertheless,  here  was  undoubted  proof  that  he  was 
a  minion  of  Amalgamated  Soap,  a  mere  pawn  in  the 
hands  of  Peter  Berrington  and  his  strong  colleague, 
Nicholson.  Every  penny  John  Steele  possessed  was  sunk 
in  Consolidated  Sugar,  and  that  these  men  meant  to 
ruin  him  he  had  not  the  slightest  doubt.  The  question 
was,  How  could  they  do  it  ?  Even  if  Metcalfe’s  books 
had  been  false,  even  if  a  hundred  per  cent,  too  much  had 
been  paid  for  the  factories,  there  would  still  be  something 
left  for  him  out  of  the  wreck.  Yet  from  the  moment  he 
saw  the  face  of  Nicholson  at  that  door,  he  knew  Amal¬ 
gamated  Soap  had  determined  to  strip  him  of  every  sou 
he  possessed.  The  first  obvious  suggestion  that  occurred 
to  him  was  that  here  was  the  occasion  for  consulting  a 
first-class  lawyer,  yet  what  could  a  lawyer  do  for  him  r 
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He  had  no  money  to  fight.  The  more  he  thought  of  the 
situation,  the  worse  it  appeared.  No  doubt  Farwell 
Brothers  were  employes  of  Amalgamated  Soap.  No 
doubt  the  bank  in  which  his  funds  were  deposited 
belonged  to  the  same  all-embracing  combination.  There 
were  a  hundred  perfectly  legal  methods  by  which  the 
amount  lodged  there  could  be  tied  up,  while,  if  he 
appealed  to  the  law,  the  expense  would  be  tremendous, 
and  he  might  be  dragged  from  court  to  court  ;  new  trial 
could  follow  new  trial,  and  appeal  tread  on  the  heels  of 
appeal  until  his  millions  had  vanished  into  thin  air.  He 
was  as  entirely  in  the  hands  of  Amalgamated  Soap  as  if 
he  had  been  tied  in  a  bundle  and  presented  to  that  cele¬ 
brated  company.  Terror  was  imported  into  the  situation 
by  his  uncertainty  as  to  what  method  these  financial  buc¬ 
caneers  would  adopt.  Yet  at  that  distressful  moment 
his  mind  wandered  to  the  comic  opera  of  the  u  Mikado,” 
and  a  smile  came  to  his  lips.  Would  it  be  long  and 
lingering,  with  boiling  oil  at  the  end  of  it,  or  would  it  be 
the  short,  sharp  shock  of  the  executioner’s  stroke  !  His 
resentment  turned  more  against  the  apparently  honest 
Metcalfe  than  towards  even  Nicholson  or  Peter  Berring- 
ton.  He  should  have  liked  to  throttle  that  man,  but  he 
knew  that,  whatever  the  outcome,  he  must  retain  his 
grip  on  himself  and  present  an  impassive  exterior  to  his 
colleague  and  the  world. 

Next  morning  John  Steele  met  his  partner  as  usual 
with  a  smile  on  his  face. 
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“  Well,  Metcalfe,  how  are  things  going  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  everything’s  coming  our  way,”  said  Metcalfe. 
“  This  trick  will  be  done  so  easily  that  you’ll  wonder  you 
ever  doubted  its  success.” 

“Well,  I  hope  so,  I  hope  so,”  replied  Steele,  the 
possible  double  meaning  of  his  partner’s  phrase  striking 
him  like  a  blow  in  the  face  ;  but  the  smile  never 
wavered. 

Technically  the  company  had  already  been  formed — 
that  is  to  say,  a  number  of  clerks  in  Steele’s  office, 
together  with  the  brothers  Farwell,  had  constituted 
themselves  the  Consolidated  Sugar  Beet  Company,  with 
various  powers  duly  set  forth,  organized  under  the  laws 
of  the  State  of  New  Jersey,  and  when  officers  were 
selected,  the  beet  sugar  factories  were  bought  by  this 
company  at  just  double  the  price  Steele  and  Metcalfe 
had  paid  for  them.  Then  the  officials  resigned  in  a 
body,  when  cheques  had  been  passed  and  everything 
done  with  beautiful  legality,  while  Steele  and  Metcalfe 
and  their  nominees  took  their  places  on  the  board.  It 
was  arranged  that  there  should  be  seven  directors.  Steele 
was  to  nominate  two,  and  Metcalfe  was  to  nominate 
two,  while  they  were  to  agree  mutually  on  the  chairman. 
Metcalfe  had  proposed  that  the  elder  Farwell  should  be 
chairman,  and  he  nominated  the  younger  as  his  colleague 
on  the  board.  Farwell,  who  knew  every  intricacy  of 
company  law,  was  accepted  by  Steele,  and  there  was 
still  one  nomination  open  to  Metcalfe,  which  name  he 
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excused  himself  at  this  time  from  proposing,  as  he  was 
not  well  enough  acquainted  with  business  men  in 
Chicago  to  fill  the  place  at  the  moment.  He  even 
intimated  that  he  was  willing  to  accept  a  nominee  of 
Steele’s,  and  this  seemingly  friendly  suggestion  had 
prevented  any  suspicion  of  the  board  being  packed 
against  him  arising  in  Jack  Steele’s  mind.  He  remem¬ 
bered  this  now  with  bitterness,  when  it  was  too  late 
for  remedy.  Steele  and  his  two  colleagues  could  tie  the 
vote  of  Metcalfe  and  his  colleagues,  but  the  chairman 
would  have  the  casting  vote.  Since  he  had  seen  the 
determined  face  of  Nicholson  in  the  corridor  of  the 
Grand  Pacific,  he  had  no  doubt  that  the  Farwell  brothers 
were  the  minions  of  Peter  Berrington. 

At  last  the  trap  laid  for  the  public  was  sprung,  and 
the  public,  as  usual,  was  nipped.  The  success  of  the 
flotation  was  immediate,  although  applications  did  not 
come  within  a  million  of  the  sum  asked  for.  After  the 
flotation,  Metcalfe’s  manner  changed  perceptibly.  Steele 
watched  him  as  a  cat  watches  a  mouse,  and  saw  that 
he  was  now  perturbed  and  apparently  dissatisfied. 

“Why  !  ”  cried  Steele  to  him,  the  morning  after  the 
figures  were  known  to  them,  “  you  don’t  seem  nearly 
so  happy  as  I  expected.  You  surely  did  not  look  for 
the  shares  to  be  subscribed  twice  over  ?  ” 

u  No,”  said  Metcalfe,  gloomily,  “  but  the  amount 
that  has  been  subscribed  shows  what  vitality  there  was 
in  the  scheme.” 
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“  Vitality!”  cried  Steele.  “  Bless  my  soul!  you 
never  doubted  it,  did  you  ?  ” 

“  Oh  no,  no,”  said  Metcalfe,  hastily.  a  No.  I  told 
you  we  were  dead  sure  of  a  third,  and  the  actual  sub¬ 
scriptions  have  more  than  justified  my  forecast.” 

“They  have  indeed  !  ”  cried  Steele,  enthusiastically. 
“  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Metcalfe,  you’re  one  of  the  first 
financiers  of  this  country.” 

“  Oh,  nonsense  !  ”  cried  Metcale,  in  no  way  cheered 
by  the  compliment. 

“It  isn’t  nonsense,”  said  the  genial  Steele.  “You’ve 
taken  lessons  from  a  first-rate  master,  for  I  look  on 
Nicholson  as  one  of  the  best  men  in  the  business.” 

When  John  Steele  had  plumped  a  similar  pointed 
remark  at  Nicholson,  not  the  slightest  change  of  expres¬ 
sion  had  disturbed  that  individual’s  calm  visage.  William 
Metcalfe  kept  his  countenance  under  less  perfect  restraint. 
Steele’s  smile  was  gentle  and  friendly,  but  his  keen  eyes 
missed  no  note  of  the  other’s  face.  He  watched  a 
ruddy  flush  mount  into  his  partner’s  cheeks.  He 
noticed  the  embarrassed  hesitation  that  accompanied 
his  utterance. 

“Mr.  Nicholson!  Ah,  yes,  certainly,  certainly. 
He’s  not  a  friend  of  mine,  of  course,  only  a  slight  and 
recent  acquaintance.  Not  the  sort  of  man,  Nicholson, 
to  form  friendships  easily.” 

“Really?”  asked  Steele.  “I  met  him  only  once, 
but  he  seemed  rather  genial.” 
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“  A  great  business  man,  a  great  business  man,” 
hurriedly  muttered  Metcalfe,  obviously  trying  to  get 
himself  under  control  once  more,  playing  for  time,  and 
not  quite  knowing  what  he  was  saying. 

“  So  I  have  been  informed,”  remarked  Steele,  with 
easy  carelessness.  “  One  of  the  Amalgamated  Soap 
group,  I  understand.” 

u  Quite  so,”  rejoined  Metcalfe,  his  own  man  once 
more.  a  You  see,  Mr.  Steele,  I  thought  it  would 
strengthen  us  tremendously  if  I  could  get  a  man  like 
Nicholson  to  become  interested  in  our  project.  The 
mere  rumour  that  Amalgamated  Soap  was  behind  us  would 
have  been  worth  millions  to  us  at  the  present  juncture.” 

“  I  quite  agree  with  you,  Metcalfe.  Amalgamated 
Soap  is  a  name  to  conjure  with.  The  public  worship 
success,  and  there  you  have  success  in  its  most  highly 
developed  form.  Why  didn’t  you  let  me  know  ?  I 
might  have  been  of  some  assistance  to  you.” 

“Well,  in  the  first  place,  I  did  not  wish  to  mention 
so  important  a  matter  until  I  was  sure  of  carrying  it 
through.  No  use  of  giving  promises  that  you  cannot 
make  good.  In  the  second  place,  I  was  not  aware  that 
you  knew  Nicholson.” 

“  Oh,  you  were  quite  right  ;  it  was  just  a  casual 
meeting,  when  we  were  introduced  by  a  mutual  friend. 

I  don’t  flatter  myself  that  my  views  would  have  any 
influence  upon  a  man  of  Nicholson’s  standing  in  the 
financial  world.  But  there  is  another  part  I  don’t  quite 
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understand.  I  admit  the  value  of  Nicholson’s  name  to 
us,  but  why  wasn’t  his  connection  divulged  in  time  to 
influence  subscriptions  ?  ” 

“You  see,  it  was  like  this,”  hesitated  Metcalfe,  for 
a  liar  must  be  a  most  agile  person,  and  Steele’s  questions 
had  a  fashion  of  touching  the  spot.  “  It  was  like  this. 
I  did  not  really  conclude  my  arrangement  with  Nicholson 
until  this  morning.  He’s  a  very  difficult  man  to  handle, 
and  he  knows  as  well  as  any  one  his  own  value.  I 
imagine  he  wished  to  see  which  way  the  cat  was  going 
to  jump  before  he  committed  himself.” 

“Well,  Metcalfe,  the  cat  has  jumped  entirely  our 
way,  even  if  the  leap  did  not  reach  the  furthest  mark  we 
staked  out.  The  success  of  the  subscriptions,  then, 
induced  Nicholson  to  join  us  ?  ” 

“  Quite  so,  quite  so,  with  the  proviso  that  he  is  to 
have  the  vacant  seat  at  the  board,  unless  you  have  any 
objection.” 

“  Objection  ?  Certainly  not.  I  am  highly  delighted 
with  our  acquisition.  Besides,  the  seat  at  the  board  is 
entirely  in  your  gift.  I  have  no  right  to  object,  even 
if  I  wished  to  do  so.” 

This  was  said  with  such  an  air  of  childlike  simplicity 
that  the  perturbed  Metcalfe,  who  seemingly  still  retained 
some  remnants  of  conscience,  showed  confusion. 

“True  enough,”  he  murmured.  “Still,  I  should 
not  like  to  nominate  any  one  who  might  be  personally 
distasteful  to  you.” 
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“  I  cannot  imagine,  Metcalfe,  why  you  should  suppose 
Nicholson  could  be  distasteful  to  any  one.  He  is  a  tower 
of  strength.  I  am  overjoyed  that  you  have  induced  him 
to  join  us.” 

“  I  am  very  much  relieved  to  hear  you  say  so,” 
rejoined  Metcalfe,  who  seemed  bewildered  at  the  turn 
things  had  taken. 

The  preliminary  meetings  of  the  company  had  all 
been  held  in  Steele’s  offices.  This  afternoon,  however, 
the  directors  were  to  forgather  at  the  board-room  of  the 
bank  in  which  the  deposits  of  the  subscribers  were 
lodged.  Steele  was  thus  to  beard  the  lion  in  the  lion’s 
own  den,  for  he  now  no  longer  doubted  that  this  bank 
was  owned  by  Peter  Berrington,  Nicholson,  and  their 
colleagues.  The  appointed  hour  was  three  o’clock,  and 
John  Steele  arrived  on  the  stroke,  the  last  man  to  appear. 
Nicholson  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  group.  Metcalfe, 
who  had  quite  recovered  his  composure,  said  with  a  fine 
air  of  good  comradeship — 

“  I  think  you  two  gentlemen  have  met  before,  so  a 
formal  introduction  is  not  necessary  between  Mr.  Steele 
and  Mr.  Nicholson.” 

“  I  had  the  somewhat  chastened  satisfaction  of  en¬ 
countering  Mr.  Steele  once  under  conditions  I  am  not 
likely  to  forget,”  said  Nicholson  quietly,  with  impressive 
geniality.  “  I  count  myself  one  of  Mr.  Steele’s  numerous 
admirers.” 

“It  is  kind  of  you  to  say  that,  Mr.  Nicholson,” 
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replied  John,  extending  his  hand,  while  that  winning 
smile  of  his  played  about  his  lips.  “  On  the  occasion 
to  which  you  refer,  I  was  so  unhappy  as  to  be  placed  in 
opposition  to  Amalgamated  Soap.  I  am  the  more 
gratified,  therefore,  to  find  myself  in  some  measure  a 
colleague  of  so  distinguished  a  coterie,  even  if  I  am 
admitted  into  but  an  outer  temple,  as  it  were.” 

“Your  gratification,  Mr.  Steele,  is  as  nothing  com¬ 
pared  to  my  own  at  seeing  you  here  amongst  us.” 

John  Steele  bowed  his  acknowledgment.  It  was  as 
if  the  lion  had  begun  by  complimenting  Daniel. 

“  Gentlemen,  I  think  the  hour  has  struck,”  said  the 
grave  Farwell  senior,  taking  his  seat  at  the  head  of  the 
long  table. 

The  directors  ranged  themselves  on  either  side, 
Nicholson  at  the  right  hand  of  the  chairman,  Metcalfe 
next  him,  and  the  younger  Farwell  the  third  on  that 
side.  Opposite  Nicholson  sat  John  Steele,  and  beside 
him  his  two  nominees.  Thus  quietly  the  lines  of  battle 
were  formed,  and  to  all  outward  appearance  the  meeting 
resembled  a  love-feast.  Bunches  of  papers  were  heaped 
before  the  chairman,  while  writing-pads,  pens  and  ink 
were  placed  in  front  of  each  director.  Steele,  assuming 
a  negligent,  unconcerned  air  that  was  admirably  put 
on,  wondered  what  particular  battery  Nicholson  would 
unmask.  The  latter’s  eyes  were  bent  on  his  writing- 
pad,  and  he  tried  one  nib  after  another,  as  if  to  find  a 
pen  to  his  satisfaction.  The  chairman,  in  droning  voice, 
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recited  the  history  of  the  company  up  to  its  going  before 
the  public,  read  documents,  and  gave  various  figures 
which  it  might  be  supposed  were  familiar  to  all  there 
assembled.  There  was  silence  around  the  table,  Nichol¬ 
son  never  looked  up  until  the  chairman  announced  the 
amount  of  public  subscription. 

a  What’s  that,  Mr.  Farwell  ?  ”  he  asked  quietly, 
raising  his  head.  “What  are  the  figures  ?  ” 

Farwell  repeated  them. 

“  And  how  much  do  you  say  is  the  authorized  capital 
of  the  company  ?  ” 

Farwell  named  the  sum. 

“  Then  we  are  a  million  short  ?  ” 

“  Nearly  so,  Mr.  Nicholson.” 

Nicholson’s  face  became  set  and  stem.  Slowly  lie 
turned  towards  Metcalfe  on  his  right  hand,  whose  eyes 
shifted  uneasily  from  one  to  another  without  ever  resting 
on  John  Steele. 

“I  understood,  sir,”  said  Nicholson  very  slowly,  as  if 
weighing  his  words,  “  that  all  the  money  was  in  the 
bank  ?  ” 

“  I  told  you,  sir,”  replied  the  hesitating  Metcalfe, 
“  that  there  was  in  the  bank  all  the  capital  we  thought 
necessary.” 

“Necessary  ?”  echoed  Nicholson,  in  cold,  even  tones. 
“  We  make  a  demand  upon  the  public.  We  state  that 
the  value  of  our  property  is  so  much.  The  public 
responds  by  offering  us  a  million  less.  Necessary  r  I 
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have  never  yet  had  anything  to  do  with  a  company 
whose  capital  was  not  over-subscribed.  I  have  never 
yet  sanctioned  the  sending  out  of  letters  of  allotment 
unaccompanied  by  letters  of  regret.” 

John  Steele  had  difficulty  in  keeping  the  smile  from 
his  lips.  The  tones  of  righteous  indignation  were  not 
in  the  least  overdone.  The  expression  of  virtuous 
disapproval  at  being  tricked,  on  the  splendidly  chiselled, 
clear-cut  face,  was  marvellous  in  its  reserve  ;  in  its  hint 
of  unlimited  power  behind.  Steele  felt,  rather  than  saw, 
the  uneasiness  of  the  two  colleagues  by  his  side,  who 
realized,  without  exactly  understanding  why,  that  things 
were  going  desperately  wrong,  like  an  engineer  who  sees 
an  open  bridge  in  front  of  him,  and  finds  the  brakes  will 
not  work. 

“  Admirably  acted,”  said  Steele  to  himself.  “  We 
pay  good  money  to  visit  the  theatre,  and  yet  there  is  such 
histrionic  talent  as  this  in  the  business  world.” 

Then  aloud,  in  a  voice  mildly  protesting,  he  said — 

“  Nevertheless,  Mr.  Nicholson,  the  million  shares  left 
on  our  hands  are  quite  marketable.  We  have  ample 
capital  to  go  on  with,  and  Mr.  Metcalfe  will  assure  you 
that  the  factories  themselves  are  all  on  a  paying  basis. 
You  cannot  surely  mean  that  having  arrived  at  this 
stage,  we  are  not  to  proceed  to  allotment,  Mr.  Nicholson  ?  ” 
u  That  is  exactly  what  I  do  mean,”  replied  Nicholson, 
speaking  as  mildly  as  his  opponent  had  done.  “  My 
colleagues  would  never  consent  to  admit  connection  with 
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a  company  formed  in  the  circumstances  now  before  us. 

Our  duty  to  the  public - ” 

u  Mr.  Nicholson,  I  quite  appreciate  your  position, 
and  that  of  your  colleagues,  Mr.  Peter  Berrington  and 
the  rest.  The  public  would  indeed  be  shocked  to  learn 
that  Peter,  one  of  our  religious  pillars,  could  be  guilty  of 
anything  in  the  least  oblique.  As  cleanliness  is  next  to 
godliness,  we  are  all  aware  that  Amalgamated  Soap 
stands  close  to  the  Pearly  Gates,  and  the  only  thing  wc 
fear  about  Peter  is  that  when  he  gets  to  heaven  he  shall 
find  another  saint  of  the  same  name  there  before  him, 
which  may  lead  to  confusion  of  identity.  I  take  it  for 
granted,  Mr.  Nicholson,  that  you  are  about  to  move 
a  resolution  requiring  all  this  money  to  be  returned  to 
the  subscribers.  If  you  will  propose  such  a  motion,  I 
shall  be  very  happy  to  second  it.” 

An  electric  silence  fell  on  the  group,  the  kind  of 
silence  which  on  a  hot  summer’s  night  precedes  a  clap  of 
thunder.  Nicholson  drew  a  long  breath  and  squared  his 
shoulders.  Metcalfe  gazed  in  fascinated  dismay  at  John 
Steele.  Even  the  Farwells  showed  traces  of  human 
interest.  Nicholson  did  not  venture  to  challenge  a  vote. 
After  a  few  moments  of  this  embarrassing  stillness  he  said 
gently — 

“Perhaps  Mr.  John  Steele  has  something  else  to 
propose  ?  ” 

“No,  I  have  not,”  said  Steele;  “but  with  the  chair¬ 
man’s  permission,  there  being  no  motion  before  the  board, 
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I  should  like  to  make  a  personal  explanation,  which  may 
save  you  future  trouble.” 

The  chairman  nodded  permission,  and  Nicholson 
said — 

“  We  shall  be  interested  to  hear  anything  you  say, 
Mr.  Steele.” 

“To  return  the  money  is,  of  course,  to  wreck  the 
company.  Hitherto  this  company  has  been  associated 
with  the  names  of  John  Steele  and  William  Metcalfe. 
To-morrow  the  sensation  of  the  daily  journals  all  over 
the  country  will  be  the  collapse  of  the  big  scheme  which 
those  two  men  undertook  to  float.  Mr.  William  Met¬ 
calfe  is  unknown  in  Chicago  ;  is  but  a  stool-pigeon  well 
paid  for  the  part  he  has  enacted,  and  he  disappears  from 
the  scene.  John  Steele  stands  the  brunt.  All  the  funds 
he  possesses  are  in  Amalgamated  Soap’s  bank.  His  affairs 
are  in  the  hands  of  Amalgamated  Soap  lawyers.  One 
legal  difficulty  after  another  comes  up  ;  there  is  a  long 
fight  over  the  remains,  and  at  last  Amalgamated  Soap 
steps  in  and  sweeps  up  the  debris.  They  are  in  possession 
of  valuable  property  scattered  throughout  the  West  in  the 
beet-sugar  line ;  they  announce  their  possession  and  the 
reconstruction  of  the  company,  and  everything  is  beauti¬ 
ful  ;  but  John  Steele  is  mangled  in  the  collision,  with  no 
insurance,  even  for  his  relatives. 

“  When  I  learned  the  other  week  that  Mr.  Nicholson 
was  interested  in  this  company,  I  felt  like  the  man  who 
had  gone  down  into  a  cave  and  unexpectedly  clutched  a 
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huge  bear  at  the  black  bottom  of  it.  That  man  did  not 
stop  to  question  the  intentions  of  the  bear  ;  he  simply  got 
out.  I  followed  his  example.  In  the  wheat  deal  Mr. 
Nicholson  knows  of  I  made  several  millions,  and  ever 
since  then  certain  capitalists  in  this  city  have  begged  me, 
if  I  fell  in  with  a  similar  good  thing,  not  to  hug  it  all  to 
myself,  but  allow  them  to  come  in  on  the  ground  floor, 
and  I  promised  to  do  so.  The  moment  I  knew  Mr. 
Nicholson  was  to  have  something  to  do  with  the  beet- 
sugar  project,  I  went  directly  to  these  capitalists,  pledged 
them  to  secrecy,  guaranteed  that  Amalgamated  Soap 
was  head  and  shoulders  in  this  deal,  and  that  no  less 
a  person  than  Mr.  Nicholson  himself  would  assume 
charge  of  the  company.  Gentlemen,  they  bit  instantly. 
I  sold  out  my  share  to  them  for  the  money  it  had  cost 
me,  and  fifty  per  cent,  additional  ;  and,  furthermore,  I 
got  the  cash.  Now  I  shall  read  you  a  letter  which  will 
appear  in  the  Chicago  newspapers  to-morrow  morning. 

u  i  To  the  Editor . 

“ i  Sir, 

“  ‘  The  Consolidated  Beet  Sugar  Company,  with 
which  my  name  has  hitherto  been  associated,  and  which 
has  been  so  splendidly  supported  by  Western  capital,  as 
indicated  by  the  subscriptions  now  in  the  bank,  will 
hereafter  be  in  charge  of  the  eminent  financiers  associated 
with  Amalgamated  Soap.  I  am  pleased  to  state  that  this 
will  be  almost  entirely  a  Chicago  enterprise,  and  that 
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some  of  the  best  men  in  this  city  have  bought  out  my 
interests  therein.  I  have  only  to  add  that  Mr.  Nicholson 
himself  is  now  a  member  of  the  board  of  directors,  and 
nothing  further  need  be  said  to  assure  all  concerned  of  the 
immense  prosperity  which  awaits  this  company,  and  the 
far-reaching  advantages  it  will  offer  both  to  agriculture 
and  manufacture  in  the  West. 

44 4  Yours  sincerely, 

“ 4  John  Steele.’ 

44  And  now,  gentlemen,”  said  Steele,  as  he  folded  up 
the  copy  of  this  letter  and  placed  it  in  his  inside  pocket, 
44  nothing  remains  for  me  to  do  but  to  resign  my  seat  on 
the  board,  as  1  have  no  longer  the  slightest  interest  in  this 
company.  But  before  handing  in  my  formal  resignation, 
I  shall  be  pleased  to  second  any  motion  Mr.  Nicholson 
cares  to  propose.” 

44  Mr.  Chairman,”  said  Nicholson,  quite  unruffled,  44 1 
move  we  now  proceed  to  allotment.” 

44 1  have  pleasure  in  seconding  the  motion,”  said  John 
Steele,  rising,  bowing  to  the  company,  and  leaving  the 


room. 


CHAPTER  Xlil 


PERSONALLY  CONDUCTED  BY  A  GIRL 

Sugar  is  a  fattening  product,  and  the  Consolidated  Beet 
Sugar  Company  waxed  fat  and  prospered.  Its  shares 
stood  high  on  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  the  members  of 
the  syndicate  to  whom  John  Steele  had  sold  his  portion 
were  exuberantly  grateful  to  the  young  man  for  the 
opportunity  he  had  given  them.  His  reputation  of 
possessing  a  keen  financial  brain  was  enhanced  by  the 
forming  of  this  company  ;  for  it  was  supposed  that  it  was 
he  who  had  induced  Amalgamated  Soap  to  take  it  up. 
It  was  erroneously  surmised  that  the  great  Peter  Berring- 
ton  and  his  colleagues  had  been  so  much  impressed  by 
Steele’s  genius  in  the  wheat  deal,  where  he  was  opposed 
to  them,  that  they  now  desired  the  co-operation  of  this 
rising  young  figure  in  the  commercial  world.  No  hint  of 
the  momentary  death-struggle  in  the  board-room  of  the 
bank  had  ever  leaked  out  through  the  solid  doors.  Steele 
was  now  one  of  the  men  to  be  counted  with  in  the  large 
affairs  of  the  Western  metropolis.  Everything  he  touched 
was  successful.  Personally  he  was  liked,  and  great  social 
success  might  have  been  his  had  he  cared  for  society, 
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which  he  did  not.  He  was  commonly  rated  as  being 
worth  anywhere  from  six  to  ten  millions,  and  the  world 
looked  upon  him  as  the  most  fortunate  of  men.  It  did 
him  no  harm  to  be  thought  to  enjoy  the  backing  of  the 
powerful  Peter  Berrington,  and  probably  not  more  than 
half  a  dozen  men  knew  that  such  was  far  from  being  the 
case.  He  did  not  bask  in  Peter’s  smile,  but  on  the  con¬ 
trary  shivered  in  his  shadow. 

The  one  man  who  had  no  delusions  on  the  subject 
was  John  Steele  himself.  For  the  second  time  he  had 
been  entirely  victorious  over  Nicholson  and  the  gigantic 
coterie  behind  him  ;  but  this,  strange  as  it  may  appear, 
gave  him  no  satisfaction.  If  he  had  won  the  determined 
fight  through  his  own  superior  skill,  or  because  of  some 
great  display  of  mental  power,  he  might  have  rested  more 
at  ease.  Had  that  been  the  case,  he  would  have  awaited 
the  next  onslaught  with  more  equanimity  than  he  at 
present  possessed  ;  but  he  knew  that  his  victory  came  to 
him  through  chance  ;  chance  multiplied  again  and  again. 
It  was  chance  that  his  partner  had  been  out  of  his  room 
when  the  messenger-boy  brought  the  telegram.  It  was 
chance  that  Steele  had  opened  the  envelope.  It  was 
chance  that  he  knew  a  man  who  could  decode  the  cipher 
before  it  was  too  late  for  him  to  take  action  on  the  infor¬ 
mation  it  carried.  After  these  three  lucky  throws  of  the 
dice,  he  admitted  to  himself  that  he  had  handled  the 
situation  with  diplomatic  success  ;  but  it  disturbed  him 
to  remember  that  all :  his  vigilance  would  have  proved 
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unavailing,  had  not  pure  luck  stood  his  friend.  Yet, 
after  all,  the  initial  mistake  was  Nicholson’s,  who  should 
not  have  sent  a  cipher  telegram  to  the  office  of  the  man  he 
intended  to  destroy.  Nicholson  presumably  did  not  know 
that  his  agent  was  actually  housed  with  Steele,  and  it  was 
a  mistake  on  Metcalfe’s  part  not  to  have  furnished  his 
chief  with  this  information.  But  even  putting  the  best 
face  upon  the  matter,  he  could  not  conceal  from  himself 
the  large  part  that  luck  had  played  in  compassing  his 
salvation. 

This  never-lifted  shadow  of  the  silent  Peter  Berring- 
ton  began  to  produce  its  effect  upon  him.  He  became 
timorous — afraid  to  venture  in  any  large  concern.  He 
knew  he  was  wasting  time  in  pottering  with  small  affairs 
— street  railways  in  outside  towns,  the  installing  of 
electric  light  here  and  there,  and  such  enterprises,  which 
furnished  only  a  moderate  revenue  to  an  enterprising 
speculator.  Time  and  again  he  refused  chances  involv¬ 
ing  large  amounts  which  turned  out  tremendously  lucra¬ 
tive  to  the  promoters,  but  which  he  had  been  afraid  to 
touch,  fearing  the  grip  of  Peter  Berrington’s  unseen  hand 
on  his  throat.  He  began  to  acquire  the  unexpected 
reputation  of  being  an  over-cautious  capitalist,  and  finally, 
well-known  people,  who  formerly  professed  much  ad¬ 
miration  for  him,  ceased  to  come  to  his  office  with 
their  schemes.  Steele  laughed  uneasily  to  himself  as  he 
thought  that  Peter  Berrington  might  perhaps  accomplish 
his  purpose  by  the  gradual  wearing  down  of  his  courage. 
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Of  course,  the  fact  that  a  project  became  successful  was 
no  proof  that  the  hand  of  Nicholson  was  not  concealed 
somewhere  within  its  intricacies  to  clutch  at  John  Steele 
if  he  had  become  involved.  He  tried  to  shake  off  this 
depression,  and  once  or  twice  plunged  rather  recklessly, 
only  to  become  nervous  before  the  climax  arrived  and 
sell  out,  sometimes  at  a  small  profit  and  sometimes  at 
a  loss. 

At  last  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  not 
Peter  Berrington  at  all,  or  his  shadow,  that  was  affecting 
him,  but  the  usual  breakdown  which  afflicts  strenuous 
business  men  in  the  stimulating  atmosphere  of  a  great 
American  city. 

“  My  nerve’s  gone  ;  that’s  what’s  the  matter  with 
me,”  he  said  to  himself.  “  I  must  go  and  rough  it  for 
a  summer  in  the  mountains,  or  else  take  a  trip  to  some 
spa  in  Europe.  If  I  keep  on  like  this,  I  shall  be  utterly 
useless  in  a  live  city  like  Chicago.” 

He  consulted  several  of  his  friends — many  of  them, 
in  fact — and  told  them  he  was  feeling  far  from  fit.  His 
complaint  was  common  enough,  and  every  man  to  whom 
he  spoke  suggested  a  remedy.  Some  advised  the  plung¬ 
ing  into  dissipation  at  a  fashionable  health  resort,  and 
some  recommended  various  medicinal  springs  in  Europe 
which  would  work  wonders ;  but  the  majority  counselled 
him  to  take  rod  and  gun,  and  get  into  the  Rocky 
Mountains,  camp  out,  and  live  like  an  Indian. 

“Then,”  they  said  jocularly,  smiting  him  on  the 
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back,  “  you’ll  be  all  right,  and  come  back  yearning  for 
scalps  on  the  Stock  Exchange.” 

The  newspapers  mentioned  the  fact  that  John  Steele 
was  going  into  the  Rockies  to  hunt  and  fish  and  camp 
out  for  a  month  or  more  to  recover  tone. 

It  was  at  this  interesting  juncture  that  Alice  Fuller 
called  to  see  him.  Now,  John  Steele  was  the  most 
susceptible  of  men,  and  one  reason  he  shunned  society 
was  because  he  feared  he  would  surely  fall  a  victim  to 
the  first  designing  pretty  girl  who  laid  a  trap  for  him — 
if,  indeed,  pretty  girls  ever  do  lay  traps  for  men  said  to 
possess  from  six  to  ten  millions.  His  weakness  in  this 
line  was  exemplified  by  his  impetuous  proposal  to 
Dorothy  Slocum  in  the  environs  of  Bunkerville,  as  has 
already  been  stated.  But  Alice  Fuller  was  not  the 
commonplace  young  person  Dorothy  Slocum  had  been. 
He  often  thought  of  his  proposal  to  Dorothy  with  a 
shudder,  and  accounted  it  a  narrow  escape,  which, 
indeed,  it  was  not,  for  Dorothy  was  thoroughly  devoted 
to  her  station-master,  and  never  gave  even  a  thought  to 
Mr.  John  Steele  of  Chicago. 

Alice  Fuller  was  a  blonde,  and  she  brought  in  with 
her  to  the  conventional  private  office  of  John  Steele, 
with  its  extremely  modern  fittings  of  card  indices,  loose- 
leaf  ledgers,  and  expanding  office  furniture,  an  air  of 
breezy  freshness  that  hinted  of  the  mountainous  West. 
Although  dressed  as  any  Chicago  woman  might  be,  there 
was,  nevertheless,  something  about  her  costume  which 
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suggested  the  riding  of  mountain  ponies  and  even  the 
expert  handling  of  a  rifle. 

The  glory  of  a  woman  is  her  hair,  and  in  truth  Miss 
Fuller’s  golden  tresses  were  glorious  enough  ;  but  her 
eyes  were  the  most  distinguished  and  captivating  features 
of  a  face  sufficiently  beautiful  to  attract  attention  any¬ 
where.  They  were  of  a  deep,  translucent  blue,  darken¬ 
ing  now  and  then  into  violet,  like  a  pair  of  those  limpid 
mountain  lakes  in  the  Rockies  whose  depths  are  said  to 
be  unfathomable.  It  was  impossible  to  look  into  those 
honest  orbs  without  trusting  the  clear  purity  of  the  soul 
behind  them,  and  Steele,  whose  nerves  were  unstrung, 
almost  shivered  with  apprehension  when  they  were  turned 
full  upon  them. 

“  Lord  save  me  !  ”  he  thought  with  a  gasp.  “If  this 
girl  wants  to  sell  shares  in  the  most  bogus  company 
afloat,  I’m  her  victim.  John  Steele,  if  your  bank  ac¬ 
count  is  to  remain  intact,  now  is  the  time  to  play  St. 
* 

Anthony.” 

But  aloud  he  said  calmly  enough  — 

u  Pray  be  seated,  madam  ;  ”  and  she  sank  gracefully 
into  a  chair  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  flat-topped  desk 
behind  which  he  was  entrenched,  although  small  pro¬ 
tection  the  barricade  afforded  him  against  such  artillery 
as  a  handsome  young  woman  might  bring  to  bear  upon 
the  position. 

“  It  is  so  good  of  you  to  see  me,”  said  the  girl.  “  I 
have  read  much  of  you  in  the  newspapers,  and  I  know 
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that  your  time  is  valuable,  so  I  shall  take  up  as  little  of 
it  as  may  be  necessary  to  explain  my  business.” 

Somehow  this  remark,  although  only  introductory 
sparring,  disappointed  young  Mr.  Steele.  Nearly  every 
stranger  he  met  said  the  same  thing  in  almost  identical 
words.  They  all  referred  to  his  newspaper  reputation, 
of  which  he  was  exceedingly  tired,  and  nearly  every  one 
spoke  of  the  value  of  his  time,  promised  not  to  encroach 
upon  it,  and  then  stayed  for  hours  if  they  were  permitted. 

“  My  time  is  of  little  value  at  the  present  moment, 
Miss  Fuller,  because  I  am  doing  nothing.  For  some 
months  past  I  have  been  rather  out  of  health,  and,  in 
fact,  within  a  few  days  I  expect  to  leave  Chicago.” 

“Yes,”  she  rejoined,  “I  saw  that  also  in  the  papers. 
I  read  that  you  intended  to  go  West  among  the  mountains. 
Is  that  true  ?  ” 

“  Such  are  my  present  intentions,  but  they  are  always 
liable  to  change.  A  man  who  is  fighting  his  own  nerves 
is  rather  capricious,  you  know.” 

“Like  a  woman,”  laughed  Miss  Alice.  “Well,  it 
is  on  account  of  the  statement  in  the  Press  that  I  am 
here.  I  have  been  thinking  of  calling  upon  you  for  a 
long  time,  but  it  appears  we  have  no  mutual  friends  who 
could  give  me  an  introduction,  and  so,  seeing  you  were 
about  to  leave  the  city,  I  said  to  myself :  ‘  It’s  now  or 
never.’  The  reference  to  the  mountains  struck  me  as  a 
lucky  omen.  You  know  we  women  are  rather  super¬ 
stitious,  Mr.  Steele,  and  I  think  it  was  that  even  more 
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than  your  impending  departure  which  gave  me  courage 
to  venture  up  here.” 

“I  am  very  glad  you  came,”  said  John  Steele, 
gallantly,  “and  I  shall  be  more  than  pleased  if  there  is 
anything  I  can  do  for  you.” 

“  My  father  is  the  owner  of  a  gold-mine  in  the 
Black  Hills.  Do  you  know  anything  of  mines,  Mr. 
Steele  r  ” 

John  slowly  shook  his  head.  The  mere  mention  of 
a  gold-mine  did  something  to  clarify  his  brain  from  the 
glamour  that  was  befogging  it. 

“  I  know  nothing  whatever  about  mines,  Miss  Fuller, 
excepting  the  fact  that  more  gold  has  been  sunk  in  gold¬ 
mines  than  has  ever  been  taken  out  of  them.” 

“  Oh,  I’m  sorry  to  hear  you  say  that,”  replied  the 
girl,  with  a  slight  tremor  of  apprehension  in  her  voice, 
“  and,  furthermore,  I  do  not  in  the  least  believe  it  to  be 
true.  Indeed,  it  cannot  be  true,  because  it  is  impossible 
to  sink  gold  without  first  having  mined  it.  Nothing  can 
be  more  lucrative  than  a  good  gold-mine,  for  its  product 
is  one  of  the  few  things  taken  from  the  earth  which  do 
not  fluctuate  in  value.  With  copper,  or  silver,  or  iron, 
you  are  dependent  on  the  market ;  not  so  with  gold.” 

“You  are  a  very  eloquent  advocate,  Miss  Fuller, 
Where  is  your  father  r  ” 

The  girl  looked  up  quickly  at  this  sudden  change  of 
subject,  and  once  more  John  fell  under  the  fascination 
of  those  enchanting  eyes. 
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“  My  father  ?  He  is  in  Chicago.” 

“Then,  Miss  Fuller,  the  best  plan  will  be  to  have 
him  call  upon  me,  and  we  can  discuss  the  mine 
together.” 

“  Alas  !  ”  said  the  young  woman,  with  a  mournful 
droop  of  the  head,  “  if  that  had  been  possible,  I  should 
not  have  been  here.  My  father  at  the  present  moment 
is  very  ill  and  quite  unable  to  discuss  business  with 
any  one.  You  are  going  from  the  city  to  the  mountains 
in  search  of  health.  He  has  come  from  the  mountains  to 
the  city  on  the  same  quest.  The  gold-mine  is  at  once 
our  hope  and  our  despair.  If  it  can  be  properly  worked, 
we  are  certain  it  will  produce  riches  incalculable  ;  but  it 
takes  money  to  make  money,  and  my  father  knows  no 
wealthy  people  nor  does  he  possess  the  necessary  capital 
for  the  preliminary  outlay.  We  are  somewhat  like  King 
Midas,  in  danger  of  starving  with  gold  all  around  us.” 

“  Has  the  mine  been  opened,  or  is  it  only  a  prospective 
claim  r  ” 

“  At  the  present  moment  there  are  from  sixteen  to 
twenty  miners  working  upon  it.  The  shaft,  I  believe,  is 
something  like  a  hundred  feet  deep,  and  one  or  two  short 
galleries  have  been  run.  The  ore  assay  is  extremely 
rich  ;  I  have  not  the  figures  with  me,  but  can  easily  bring 
them  ;  and  the  reports  are  better  and  better  as  the  miners 
proceed.” 

“If  that  be  the  case,  Miss  Fuller,  I  see  no  reason 
why  you  should  lack  for  capital.” 
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“  There  are  a  hundred  reasons,  but  one  is  sufficient. 
Every  capitalist  shuns  a  gold  mine.  They  speak  just  as 
you  spoke  a  moment  ago.  Then,  you  see,  our  lives 
having  been  spent  in  the  West,  we  know  very  few 
Eastern  people,  and  those  few  have  no  money.  The 
great  difficulty  is  not  in  proving  the  wealth  of  the  mine, 
but  in  getting  a  capitalist  to  listen.  If  you  promise  to 
listen,  I  shall  undertake  to  prove  to  you  that  this  is  one 
of  the  most  valuable  properties  in  the  world.” 

“Well,  Miss  Fuller,  I  am  listening;  but,  as  I  told 
you,  I  know  nothing  whatever  about  gold  mines,  and, 
indeed,  am  rather  afraid  of  them.  If  the  mine  is 
producing  ore  in  paying  quantity,  why  does  not  your 
father  have  that  ore  crushed  ? — I  suppose  they  could  do 
that  in  the  neighbourhood,  or  at  Denver,  or  wherever  the 
nearest  mining  town  is — and  with  the  product  keep 
himself  and  pay  his  men  ?  ” 

“That  is  exactly  what  he  has  done,  Mr.  Steele,  and 
a  ruinous  thing  it  is  to  do.  If  it  were  not  for  that,  we 
should  have  had  to  give  up  the  struggle  long  ago.  But 
there  are  no  mines  within  miles  of  us,  and  we  are  two 
days  and  a  half’s  journey  from  the  nearest  railway.  Ore 
is  bulky  and  heavy,  and  the  transport  alone  over  those 
mountain  roads,  which  are  not  roads  at  all,  and  scarcely 
even  paths,  is  at  once  slow  and  expensive.  Railway 
freight  is  high,  and  when  the  ore  gets  to  the  reducing- 
plant,  we  have  to  take  exactly  what  is  given  us,  because 
beggars  cannot  be  choosers.  We  need  machinery  at  the 
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mouth  of  the  pit,  and  whoever  will  furnish  the  money 
for  that  machinery  is  sure  to  reap  a  rich  reward.” 

“  Nevertheless - ”  protested  John  ;  but  the  girl 

interrupted  him,  her  eyes  aglow  with  fervour. 

u  You  promised  to  listen,  you  know.  There  is 
another  point  I  wish  to  put  before  you.  The  ore  is 
very  rich,  and  if  we  ship  much  of  it,  there  is  bound  to  be 
inquiry  as  to  where  it  came  from.  Now,  my  father  has 
been  able  to  stake  out  only  a  comparatively  small  claim. 
If  once  it  becomes  known  where  this  ore  originates,  there 
will  be  the  usual  rush.  The  rush  is  ultimately  inevitable 
in  any  case,  but  my  father  is  anxious  to  be  fully  secure 
before  it  comes.” 

“  I’ll  tell  you  what  I’ll  do,  Miss  Fuller,”  said  John,  in 
a  burst  of  enthusiasm,  “  I’ll  give  you  a  thousand  dollars  ; 
and  if  you  make  money  out  of  your  mine,  you  can  repay 
me  at  your  leisure.” 

Alice  Fuller  slowly  shook  her  golden  head. 

“I  could  not  accept  money  in  that  way,”  she  said. 
“  It  is  like  the  giving  of  charity  when  a  pathetic  tale  is 
told.  Besides,  a  thousand  dollars  would  be  of  no  particular 
use  ;  it  would  not  purchase  the  stamp-mills,  or  transport 
them  to  the  mine.  In  two  months,  or  three,  we  should 
be  just  where  we  are  now,  and  the  thousand  dollars 
would  be  gone.” 

“  What  is  it,  then,  you  wish  me  to  do,  Miss 
Fuller?”  . 

“I  wish  our  transaction  to  be  upon  a  sane  business 
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basis,  and  I  don’t  want  you  to  offer  me  a  thousand  dollars 
or  twenty  thousand  dollars,  or  two  hundred  thousand 
dollars  again.” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  had  no  thought  of  charity  or 
anything  of  the  sort  when  I  made  my  proposal.” 

“  I  am  sure  you  hadn’t,”  said  the  girl,  with  a  naive 
confidence  which  Steele  found  very  charming.  a  I’ll 
tell  you  what  I  wish  to  suggest.  You  are  going  to  the 
mountains  in  any  case.  Very  well,  go  to  the  Black 
Hills ;  there  you  will  find  the  air  pure  and  bracing  ; 
there  are  wild  mountains  and  sparkling  streams,  and 
everything  that  a  tired  city  man  could  desire.  I  want 
you  to  camp  near  our  mine  and  investigate  it  thoroughly. 
If  you  are  so  satisfied  with  it  as  to  justify  the  risk,  I  ask 
you  to  be  prepared  to  buy  a  half  share  for  three  hundred 
thousand  dollars.” 

John  Steele  drew  a  long  breath. 

“  My  purpose  in  going  to  the  mountains  is  to  get 
away  from  business,  and  not  to  take  upon  myself  a  new 
anxiety  ;  to  fish  and  shoot,  not  to  pore  over  gold-bearing 
ore.” 

“  Are  you  an  enthusiastic  sportsman,  then  ?  ” 

u  Not  at  all.  I  was  too  busy  when  I  was  young  to 
indulge  in  such  recreation,  and  too  poor.  Since  then  I 
have  become  busier  still.” 

“  And  too  rich  ?  ”  suggested  the  girl,  with  a  smile. 

“  A  man  is  never  too  rich,  I  am  afraid.” 

u  If  you  are  not  an  enthusiastic  sportsman,  a  week  in 
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the  woods  will  prove  more  than  enough  for  you.  After 
that  comes  boredom,  and  a  yearning  for  the  ticker  and 
the  morning  newspaper.” 

“  I  more  than  half  believe  you’re  right,”  said  Steele, 
ruefully. 

“  Of  course  I  am  right.  Now,  if  you  camp  out  beside 
the  mine,  you  have  something  to  interest  you.  Don’t 
bother  about  it  for  the  first  week.  There  is  plenty  of 
shooting  and  fishing  in  the  neighbourhood.” 

a  I  hate  to  put  two  and  a  half  days  between  me  and 
a  telegraph-wire.” 

“Then  you  had  better  leave  mountains  alone  and 
stay  in  Chicago.” 

John  laughed. 

“  You  are  a  very  clever  young  lady,  Miss  Fuller,  and 
I  wonder  you  haven’t  made  that  gold-mine  a  success  on 
your  own.” 

“  I  am  doing  it  now,”  she  said,  with  a  flash  almost  of 
defiance  from  her  eyes. 

Again  the  young  man  laughed. 

“  Are  you  ?  ”  he  asked.  “  You  women  have  us  at  a 
disadvantage  when  you  talk  business,  but  I  am  going  to 
get  right  down  to  plain  facts,  and  speak  to  you  as  if  you 
were  your  own  brother.  You  won’t  be  offended  r  ” 

“  Not  in  the  least.” 

“Very  well.  Do  you  know  what  a  salted  mine 
is  ?  ” 

“  Certainly.  I  thought  you  said  you  knew  nothing 
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of  mines  ?  A  salted  mine  is  one  in  which  rich  ore  has 
been  planted  for  the  cheating  of  fools.” 

“An  admirable  definition,  Miss  Fuller.  Well,  in 
the  matter  of  mines  I’m  a  fool,  and  a  salted  mine  would 
take  me  in  as  a  gold  brick  on  State  Street  would  delude 
an  Illinois  farmer.” 

“Then  induce  an  expert  to  go  with  you — a  mining 
expert  who  knows  pay  ore  when  he  sees  it.” 

“  I  am  more  distrustful  of  mining  experts  than  of 
salted  mines.” 

The  girl  sighed. 

“  I  suppose  all  faith  has  left  Chicago  r  ” 

“  It  has — in  gold  mines.” 

“  Now,  Mr.  Steele,  I’ll  talk  to  you  as  if  you  were 
your  own  sister.  Have  you  ever  done  a  stroke  of  useful 
toil  since  you  were  born  r  ” 

“  Oh  yes  ;  I  worked  on  a  railway.” 

“Very  well.  Go  to  the  Black  Hills  and  take  a 
miner’s  outfit  with  you.  Become  for  the  time  one  of  my 
father’s  workmen — or,  rather,  boss  of  the  gang,  if  you 
like.  Go  into  that  mine,  and  direct  them  where  they 
are  to  run  the  next  level,  and  follow  that  level  for  a 
month,  working  with  the  men  and  keeping  clear  of  the 
blasts.  After  you  have  penetrated  a  month  in  any  direc¬ 
tion  you  please,  take  the  ore  from  the  last  blast  and  have 
it  assayed.  A  mine  can’t  be  salted  under  those  conditions. 
If  that  whole  mountain  is  salted  with  gold,  you’d  better 
buy  it.” 
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“  No  one  can  gainsay  the  honesty  of  that,  Miss 
Fuller  ;  but,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  dread  the  two  and  a 
half  days’  journey  from  the  railway.” 

“You  don’t  need  to.  I  will  be  your  guide.” 

“  What  !  ”  cried  Jack,  in  amazement. 
u  I’ll  take  you  from  the  railway  to  the  Hard  Luck 
mine.  Will  you  go  ?  ”  she  demanded,  with  a  touch  of 
defiance. 

“Go!”  he  cried,  discretion  struggling  with  enthu¬ 
siasm.  “  Of  course  I’ll  go.  Nothing  would  give  me 
greater  pleasure.  But,  then,  on  the  other  hand — you  see 
— well—-to  speak  quite  frankly,  for  a  young  lady  to — to, 

as  one  might  say,  journey  across  the  plains - ” 

“  Yes,  I  know — I  know.  You  are  talking  now,  not 
to  my  brother,  as  you  remarked  a  while  ago,  but  to  my 
brother’s  sister.  All  my  life  I  have  had  not  only  to  take 
care  of  myself,  but  of  my  father  as  well.  This  project  is 
a  matter  of  vital  importance  to  me,  and  I  cannot  allow  it 
to  fail  merely  because  the  rules  of  society  would  frown 
on  what  I  intend  to  do.  I  shall  take  with  me  my  own 
tent,  and  an  old  man  who  was  in  my  father’s  employ 
long  before  I  was  born.  This  is  a  cold  business  deal,  and 
no  other  consideration  is  going  to  enter  into  it.  So  let 
us  brush  aside  every  other  consideration  and  come  down 
to  plain  facts.  You  offered  me  a  thousand  dollars,  and  I 
refused  it.  If  you  will  now  give  me  the  necessary  money, 
which  may  be  anything  from  two  hundred  dollars  upwards, 
depending  on  what  you  want  to  take  with  you,  I  shall 
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go  at  once  to  Pickaxe  Gulch,  which  is  the  nearest  rail¬ 
way  station  to  the  Hard  Luck  mine,  and  will  collect 
what  transport  we  need.  There  I  shall  await  your 
coming.  Do  you  intend  to  take  any  servants  with 
you  ?  ” 

“  I  shall  be  accompanied  by  Sam  Jackson,  a  negro 
man,  who  is  the  best  cook  in  this  town.” 

“  Very  well,  you  will  need  a  horse  for  him,  and  one 
for  yourself ;  I  shall  need  two  horses  ;  that’s  four.  Then 
if  you  will  give  me  an  idea  of  the  number  of  tents  and 
boxes  you  require,  I  shall  secure  mules  enough  to  carry 
them.  We  shall  want  two  or  three  men  to  look  after 
the  mules,  and  you  must  give  me  a  week  at  least  to  get 
this  cavalcade  together.  Sometimes  there  are  neither 
animals  nor  men  at  Pickaxe  Gulch,  but  I  intend  to  tele¬ 
graph  at  once  and  secure  whatever  transport  is  available.” 

John  Steele  smiled  his  appreciation  of  the  capability 
displayed  by  the  fearless  young  woman,  opened  his  drawer, 
and  took  out  a  cheque-book. 

“  Shall  we  say  five  hundred  dollars  ?  ”  he  asked,  look¬ 
ing  across  the  desk  at  her.  “You  must  leave  some 
money  with  your  father,  you  know.” 

“  Five  hundred  will  be  ample,”  she  replied  decidedly  ; 
and  he  wrote  a  cheque  for  that  amount. 

Later  on  in  his  life  Steele  remembered  that  demand 
for  money  with  admiration.  It  was  just  one  of  those 
little  points  where  a  less  subtle  person  than  Miss  Fuller 
would  have  made  a  mistake,  deluded  by  success  in  getting 
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him  to  promise  to  make  the  trip.  But  the  young  woman 
was  evidently  shrewd  enough  to  know  that  after  she  left 
he  would  wonder,  she  having  pleaded  poverty,  where  the 
money  came  from  to  pay  for  so  long  a  railway  journey, 
and  at  the  same  time  provide  for  an  ailing  father  at 
home.  He  always  regarded  that  request  for  expenses  as 
the  climax  of  a  well-thought-out  plan. 


CHAPTER  XIV 


AN  IMPORTANT  CHAMPAGNE  LUNCH 

When  John  Steele  stepped  down  from  the  sleeping-car 
in  the  early  morning  at  Pickaxe  Gulch,  he  found  Alice 
Fuller  the  sole  occupant  of  the  platform.  She  welcomed 
him  with  the  cordiality  of  good  comradeship.  Her 
costume  differed  rather  strikingly  from  the  apparel  she 
wore  in  his  office.  She  reminded  him  of  one  of  those 
reckless  female  riders  he  had  seen  at  Buffalo  Bill’s  Wild 
West  Show,  and  he  was  forced  to  confess  that  the  outfit 
suited  her  to  perfection.  She  was  even  more  attractive 
than  when  he  had  first  seen  her,  and  he  could  hardly 
have  believed  that  possible.  Before  he  ventured  to 
compliment  the  young  woman  on  her  appearance,  she 
complimented  him  on  his. 

“  You  are  already  looking  very  much  better  than  you 
did  in  the  city.” 

“Yes!”  he  cried  jubilantly.  “Your  visit  did  me 
ever  so  much  good  ;  and,  besides  that,  I  am  now  out 
from  under  Peter’s  shadow.” 

“  c  Peter’s  shadow  ?  ’  ”  she  repeated.  “  What  is  that  ? 
The  shadow  of  a  mountain  ?  ” 
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“  In  a  way,  yes,”  laughed  Steele,  “  and  a  gold-pro¬ 
ducing  mountain  at  that.  I  have  been  a  rather  anxious 
person  these  many  months  past ;  but  now,  whether  it  is 
the  exhilaration  of  the  air  in  the  West,  or  the  prospect — ” 
he  hesitated  for  a  moment,  then  continued — “of  this 
journey,  I  am  quite  my  own  man  once  more.” 

Without  reply  she  led  the  way  to  the  dusty  road 
which  ran  between  two  rows  of  roughly  built  shanties. 

“  Did  you  breakfast  on  the  train  ?  ”  she  asked. 

“No.” 

“  I  thought  you  might  not  have  an  opportunity  to 
get  anything  to  eat  on  the  train,  as  it  stops  here  so 
early,  and  I  have  ordered  a  meal  for  you  at  the  one 
tavern  in  this  place,  which  is  far  from  being  first-class. 
However,  possibly  you  can  endure  such  a  repast  for 
once,  and  then  we  will  get  on  our  way  as  soon  as 
possible.” 

“  Oh,  the  cuisine  of  the  West  is  no  surprise  to  me,” 
said  Steele.  “Eve  had  a  good  deal  of  experience  with  it 
in  my  time.” 

They  walked  up  the  street  together,  the  negro  cook 
following  and  carrying  Steele’s  valise.  At  the  tavern 
the  caravan  was  collected,  and  more  than  ever  the  re¬ 
semblance  to  the  Wild  West  Show  impressed  itself  upon 
the  young  man.  The  boxes  had  been  sent  on  some 
days  ahead,  and  were  now  securely  fastened  to  the  backs 
of  the  mules.  Four  saddle-horses  were  tied  to  the  rude 
pillars  of  the  verandah.  Steele  went  inside  the  building 
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and  partook  of  the  breakfast,  such  as  it  was,  and  ten 
minutes  later  the  procession  started  north. 

Their  route  lay  across  the  plain,  and  during  the  fore¬ 
noon  the  party  traversed  a  road  of  sorts,  reasonably  well 
defined.  In  the  horizon  loomed  low  mountains,  which 
did  not  seem  perceptibly  nearer  when  a  halt  was  called 
by  the  side  of  a  stream  to  prepare  lunch.  Steele  was 
more  accustomed  to  a  street-car  than  to  the  back  of  a 
horse,  but  the  way  was  level,  and  the  horse  developed 
none  of  those  buck-jumping  peculiarities  which  John,  in 
his  Eastern  ignorance,  had  always  associated  with  the 
steeds  of  the  Far  West.  His  business  heretofore  had 
never  taken  him  away  from  a  line  of  railway,  and  where 
it  had  been  necessary  to  make  a  road  journey,  the  jaunt 
was  accomplished  in  some  sort  of  vehicle.  However,  he 
soon  became  accustomed  to  his  new  method  of  locomotion, 
and  succeeded  better  than  he  had  anticipated. 

Alice  Fuller  proved  a  most  expert  horsewoman,  and 
her  superb  attitude  in  the  saddle  still  further  enslaved 
this  ardent  young  man,  who  began  to  think  he  had  never 
really  lived  until  now.  He  was  rather  disappointed,  but 
rendered  none  the  less  eager,  to  find  that  he  was  not 
getting  as  much  of  her  company  as  he  had  hoped.  In 
the  beginning  they  rode  side  by  side  in  front  of  the 
cavalcade,  to  be  out  of  the  dust  which  the  mule  train 
raised.  But  every  now  and  then  she  wheeled  her  horse 
round  and  allowed  the  procession  to  pass  her,  scanning 
each  animal  and  its  burden  with  the  eye  of  an  expert, 
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seeing  that  everything  was  in  order.  When  Steele  ex¬ 
pressed  admiration  of  her  capability,  Miss  Fuller  told  him 
she  had  many  times  been  in  full  charge  of  a  similar  ex¬ 
pedition  going  or  coming  from  the  mine  ;  and  once  when 
he  complained  of  the  lack  of  companionship,  she  informed 
him  that  success  depended  a  great  deal  on  the  first  few 
hours  of  the  march,  and  it  was  her  duty  to  see  that  none 
of  the  animals  fell  lame,  and  that  no  burden  shifted,  thus 
causing  a  mule  to  lag  behind  its  fellows. 

“To-morrow,”  she  said,  “we  will  be  among  the 
foot-hills,  and  even  this  afternoon  we  shall  be  free  of  the 
road  and  the  dust.  Then,  if  everything  is  going  well, 
I  may  find  plenty  of  time  to  talk  to  you,  for  I  see  you 
are  anxious  to  learn  more  about  the  mine  before  you 
reach  it.” 

Steele  threw  a  free-hearted  laugh  on  the  echoless  air. 
Any  little  incident  seemed  now  a  fit  subject  for  mirth. 
The  clear  atmosphere  seemed  as  exhilarating  as  wine, 
and  there  was  the  further  intoxicant  of  the  girl’s  alluring 
presence. 

Lunch  by  the  side  of  the  stream  more  than  made 
amends  for  the  unattractive  breakfast.  The  efficient 
Jackson  had  caused  each  of  the  numerous  boxes  to  be 
numbered,  and  he  began  with  Number  One,  which  his 
master  said  was  a  very  good  thing  to  look  after.  He 
produced  a  portable  stove,  and  a  handful  of  coke  per¬ 
formed  miracles  in  the  desert.  It  was  soon  evident  that 
John  Steele  had  no  intention  of  starving  while  he  wandered 
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in  the  wilderness.  He  drew  from  its  straw  envelope  a 
bottle  of  prime  champagne,  a  drink  which  doubtless  had 
never  quenched  thirst  on  that  particular  route  before. 
Miss  Fuller  partook  of  the  wine  but  sparingly,  and  lifted 
her  glass  when  he  proposed  the  toast  of  success  to  the 
expedition,  thrilling  him  as  she  did  so  with  those  en¬ 
thralling  eyes  of  hers,  and  the  young  man  began  to 
wonder  whether  he  actually  saw  heaven  in  their  depths, 
or  was  looking  at  a  desert  mirage  through  an  atmosphere 
of  sparkling  wine. 

He  persuaded  her  to  linger  after  the  cavalcade  had 
moved  on,  saying  they  would  overtake  it  at  a  gallop,  and 
the  young  woman,  with  scarcely  concealed  reluctance, 
acquiesced.  He  threw  himself  full  length  at  her  feet  and 
gazed  up  at  her,  while  she  watched,  with  a  suggestion  of 
frown  on  her  smooth  brow,  the  procession  lessening  in 
the  distance.  He  lit  a  cigarette,  with  her  permission, 
and  began  the  sort  of  conversation  which  a  young  man 
in  the  early  stages  of  fascination  is  prone  to  indulge  in. 
At  first  it  seemed  to  him  her  thoughts  were  elsewhere, 
which  was  not  in  the  least  flattering  to  a  person  who  was 
doing  his  best.  On  his  chiding  her  for  this,  she  drew  a 
sharp  breath  and  cast  a  glance  upon  him  which  he  fancied 
was  the  reverse  of  friendly.  It  was  veiled  an  instant 
after,  and  then,  with  something  like  a  sigh,  she  appeared 
to  accept  the  situation. 

At  this  presaging  of  victory,  John  Steele’s  conscience 
began  to  trouble  him.  He  guessed  why  she  appeared 
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so  changeable.  Her  father’s  future  and  her  own 
depended  on  the  good-will  of  the  young  man  stretched 
at  her  feet.  She  was  anxious  not  to  offend  him,  and  yet 
her  reluctance  to  remain  alone  with  him,  her  absent- 
minded  look,  and  the  slight  frown  that  now  and  then 
marred  her  brow,  were  hints  that  his  attentions  proved 
unwelcome.  Steele  surmised  that  any  undue  compli¬ 
ments  or  any  too  palpable  indulgence  in  sentiment  at 
this  particular  moment  might  prove  disastrous  to  ultimate 
success.  The  resigned  air  with  which  she  endeavoured 
to  face  a  tete-a-tete  not  to  her  liking  touched  his  pride, 
and  also  made  him  rather  ashamed  of  himself  for  taking 
advantage  of  one  who  in  the  circumstances  was  helpless. 
He  wondered  if  he  could  put  this  girl  more  at  ease  by 
telling  her  he  had  quite  made  up  his  mind  to  finance  the 
mine,  whether  it  proved  all  she  said  or  the  reverse.  Yet 
she  might  regard  this  statement  as  merely  an  unblushing 
bid  for  her  preference,  for  she  knew  that  until  he  had 
examined  the  mine  any  such  avowal  would  be  made 
merely  because  he  thought  it  would  please  her.  While 
these  thoughts  ran  through  his  mind,  a  silence  had  fallen 
between  them,  which,  however,  the  girl  appeared  not  to 
notice,  for  her  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  distant  mountains. 
She  was  quite  startled  by  the  suddenness  with  which  he 
sprang  to  his  feet. 

“Miss  Fuller,”  he  cried,  “I  see  you  are  anxious  to 
be  off  towards  the  hills,  and  it  is  selfish  of  me  to  detain 
you  here.” 
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He  held  out  his  hand  to  her  and  helped  her  up.  She 
smiled  very  sweetly  and  said — 

“I  think  it  is  time  we  were  on  our  way  again.  We 
have  further  to  go  than  you  suspect,  before  we  reach  the 
regular  camping-ground.” 

He  had  reason  to  congratulate  himself  on  his  intuition, 
for  during  that  journey  she  was  kinder  to  him  than  she 
had  ever  been  before,  as  if  anxious  to  make  up  for  her 
former  coldness. 

The  sun  had  gone  down  ere  they  reached  the  halting- 
station  for  the  night.  They  were  now  on  an  elevated 
plateau  among  the  hills,  and  an  impetuous  torrent  near 
by  gave  forth  the  only  sound  that  broke  the  intense  still¬ 
ness.  Tents  were  pitched,  horses  and  mules  tethered, 
-and  Jackson  set  out  a  dinner  which  their  keen  appetites 
made  doubly  memorable.  Night  came  down,  and  the 
moon  rose  gloriously  in  the  east.  Time  and  place  were 
ideal  for  a  lovers’  meeting,  but  the  adage  which  intimates 
that  luck  with  gold  does  not  run  parallel  with  luck  in 
love  proved  true  in  this  instance.  Immediately  after 
partaking  of  the  excellent  coffee  Jackson  had  brewed,  the 
young  woman  rose  and  held  out  her  hand,  pleading 
fatigue. 

“  I  must  bid  you  i  Good  night,’  ”  she  said  shortly. 

“  Oh  !  won’t  you  stay  a  little  while  and  enjoy  this 
unexampled  moonlight  ?  It  seems  as  if  I  had  never  seen 
the  moon  before.” 

The  young  woman  smiled  wanly,  but  shook  her  head. 
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“  I’m  really  very  tired,”  she  explained.  “  I  have  had 
a  week  of  it  at  that  awful  hotel  in  the  Gulch.  It  is  fear¬ 
fully  noisy  at  night  with  drinking  cowboys  and  miners, 
and  so  I  have  had  scarcely  any  sleep  for  a  long  while. 
If  I  have  proved  a  dull  companion  to-day,  that  is  the 
reason,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  excuse  me  now.” 

“  Miss  Fuller,  you  could  not  be  dull  if  you  tried.  I 
am  sorry  you  should  have  had  so  much  trouble  on  my 
account  at  that  terrible  station.  I  should  have  sent  a 
man,  but  I  could  not  guess  the  horrors  of  the  place  before 
seeing  it.  Pray  forgive  my  selfishness.” 

“  Oh,  that  was  really  nothing.  I  am  quite  accus¬ 
tomed  to  the  life  ;  but,  somehow,  the  first  night  in  the 
mountains  always  leaves  me  stupid  and  drowsy.” 

“  To-morrow  night,  then,”  he  said  very  quietly, 
“  we  may  perhaps  view  the  moonlight  together.” 

“  To-morrow  night,”  she  murmured  and  was  gone. 

Steele  threw  himself  into  the  canvas  camp-chair,  and 
reclining,  gazed  on  the  moonlit  plain  below  and  listened 
to  the  roar  of  the  torrent.  Dreamily  he  fancied  himself 
floating  in  the  seventh  heaven  of  bliss. 

Next  morning  the  camp  was  early  astir,  for  a  long 
day  of  mountaineering  lay  ahead.  The  party  numbered 
seven,  all  told,  there  being  three  men  of  peaceable 
demeanour,  but  rough  aspect,  in  charge  of  the  pack-train. 
At  no  time  during  that  day  did  Steele  secure  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  speaking  with  Alice  Fuller  alone.  They  could 
not  ride  together,  as  the  mountain  path  was  too  narrow. 
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After  dinner,  at  the  final  camping-place,  a  wild  spot  in  a 
profound  valley,  where  John  saw  with  dismay  the  moon 
would  not  be  visible,  the  girl  seemed  loth  to  keep  him 
company,  as  had  been  the  case  the  night  before.  She 
laughed  somewhat  harshly,  he  thought,  when  he  com¬ 
plained  that  she  must  have  known  they  could  not  see  the 
moon. 

“You  can  study  its  rays  on  the  northern  peaks,” 
she  said.  u  Who  would  ever  have  expected  a  modern 
financier  to  yearn  for  the  moon  ?  ” 

“  A  modern  financier  is  but  a  man,  after  all,” 
protested  Steele. 

“  I  have  sometimes  doubted  it,”  replied  the  girl, 
cynically. 

“  Well,  Miss  Fuller,  if  you  will  sit  down  again,  even 
in  the  absence  of  moonlight,  I  think  I  can  remove  your 
doubts.” 

She  stood  there  hesitating  for  a  few  moments,  but 
it  was  too  dark  to  see  the  expression  on  her  face. 
Finally  she  sat  down  in  the  chair  from  which  she  had 
risen. 

“  I  am  seated,”  she  said  ;  “  but  not  to  talk  of  moon¬ 
light,  merely  to  tell  you  that  I  intend  to  go  no  further. 
To-morrow  morning  we  bid  ‘  good-bye  *  to  each  other. 
You  go  north,  and  I  go  south.” 

u  Oh,  I  say,”  cried  John,  reproachfully,  “  that’s 
contrary  to  contract.  You  promised  to  lead  me  to  the 
mine.” 


AN  IMPORTANT  CHAMPAGNE  LUNCH  273 

“  I  know  I  did  ;  but  it  is  always  a  woman’s  privilege 
to  change  her  mind.  Perhaps  you  will  understand  I  do 
not  wish  to  influence  you  at  all  in  the  decision  you  may 
come  to  about  the  mine.” 

“  Would  it  make  you  abjure  your  cruel  resolve  if  I 
informed  you  that  I  have  quite  determined  to  invest 
in  the  mine  if  it  gives  any  show  of  success,  which  I  am 
sure  it  will  do  from  what  you  have  told  me  about  it  ?  ” 

“The  mine  must  plead  its  own  cause,”  she  said,  with 
an  indifference  that  amazed  him.  “You  have  no  real 
need  of  me  as  a  guide,  for  the  three  men  I  engaged 
know  the  route  as  well  as  I  do.  They  have  been  over 
it  often  enough.  I  am  really  very  anxious  about  my 
father.  He  promised  to  telegraph  me  at  Pickaxe  Gulch, 
but  has  not  done  so.  I  sent  a  despatch  the  day  before 
you  arrived,  but  no  reply  came,  and  it  may  be  waiting 
for  me  now  at  the  office  there.” 

“  Why  not  send  back  one  of  the  men  ?  ” 

“  Because  of  my  own  anxiety.  I  fear  the  telegram 
may  call  me  to  his  side.  I  think  you  will  understand 
now  why  I  have  been  distraught  while  in  your 
company.” 

“  Miss  Fuller,  believe  me,  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear 
that  this  worry  has  been  hanging  over  you.  If  I  had 
known,  I  should  have  proposed  our  remaining  at  Pickaxe 
Gulch  until  you  had  heard  from  your  father.  I  fear  my 
own  conduct  and  conversation  may  have  added  to  your 
discomfort.” 


T 
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“  Oh  no,  no  !  ”  said  the  girl,  quickly  rising  again. 

“  Will  you  accept  this  trifle  from  me  ?  ” 

He  spoke  hurriedly,  and  took  from  his  waistcoat 
pocket  something  that  she  knew  to  be  a  ring,  for  even 
in  the  dim  light  it  sparkled  as  if  fire  were  playing  from 
its  facets. 

“  I’d  rather  not,”  she  replied,  stepping  back. 

“  It  will  bind  you  to  nothing — nothing  at  all.  It  is 
simply  to  keep  me  in  your  memory  until  we  next 
meet.” 

“  Oh,  I  shall  never  forget  you  !  ”  she  cried,  in  a 
tone  of  bitterness  that  startled  him. 

“It  is  a  mere  trinket,”  he  urged,  “and  I  bought  it 
for  you  before  I  left  civilization.  If  you  do  not  accept 
it,  I  shall  throw  it  into  the  darkness  of  the  valley 

“That  would  be  foolish,  even  for  you.” 

“  Why,  Miss  Fuller,  such  a  remark  has  a  very  dubious 
sound.  What  do  you  mean  by  it  ?  Do  you  think  I  am 
foolish  ?  ” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  think  anything  at  all  of  either  you  or 
your  folly.  I  tell  you  I  merely  want  to  get  away.” 

“  Won’t  you  take  the  ring  with  you  ?  ” 

She  stood  for  a  long  time  with  head  bowed. 

“  I  don’t  suppose  it  makes  any  difference  one  way  or 
the  other,”  she  said  at  last. 

“  Of  course  it  doesn’t.  I  told  you  it  wouldn’t.” 

“Very  well,  I  shall  take  the  ring,  if  you  will  accept 
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a  much  cheaper  and  more  significant  present  from  me  in 
the  morning.” 

u  1  shall  accept  gratefully  anything  you  like  to  give 
me,  Miss  Fuller,  in  the  morning  or  at  any  future  time.” 

UI  wonder,”  was  all  her  comment,  as  she  took  the 
ring  and  instantly  disappeared. 

Somehow  this  night  held  none  of  the  glamour  that 
distinguished  the  previous  evening.  The  depth  of  the 
profound  shadows  surrounding  him  was  merely  emphasized 
by  the  touch  of  cold  moonlight  on  the  hilltops  far  away. 
John  wondered  if  the  exhilarating  effect  of  the  atmo¬ 
sphere  had  departed,  leaving  him  sober  again.  He  felt 
strangely  depressed,  and  although  he  immediately  entered 
his  tent  and  flung  himself,  dressed  as  he  was,  upon  his 
canvas  cot,  he  found  it  difficult  to  sleep.  It  was  after 
midnight  before  he  dozed  off,  and  then  his  slumber  was 
troubled  and  uneasy.  Towards  morning,  however,  a 
kind  of  stupor  descended  upon  him,  leaving  him  dream¬ 
less  and  lost  to  the  world.  This  was  broken  by  a  sharp 
and  angry  voice,  whose  meaning  did  not  at  first  reach 
his  consciousness,  but  the  sentence  lingered  in  his  awaken¬ 
ing  mind  and  at  last  became  clear  to  him,  as  an  image 
comes  out  during  the  gradual  development  of  a  photo¬ 
graphic  plate. 

“  I  tell  you  I  will  not  leave  until  I  bid  1  good-bye  *  to 
Mr.  Steele.” 

It  was  Alice  Fuller’s  voice,  and  in  an  instant  the 
young  man  was  on  his  feet  and  out  of  the  tent.  Day 
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had  just  dawned,  gray  and  chill,  but  already  the  camp 
was  astir  and  the  young  woman  in  her  saddle. 

44  Did  you  call  me  ?  ”  he  cried. 

44  No,”  she  answered ;  but  he  seemed  to  detect  a 
tremor  of  fear  in  her  voice. 

“  I  thought  I  heard  you  say  you  wished  to  bid  4  good¬ 
bye  ’  to  me  !  ” 

44  You  must  have  been  dreaming.  But  I  do  wish  to 
bid  you  4  good-bye.’  ” 

Two  of  the  muleteers  stood  near,  and  the  old  at¬ 
tendant,  mounted,  had  already  started  slowly  on  his  way. 
John  sprang  to  her  side,  and  as  he  came  to  a  stand  by 
the  horse,  she  stooped  and  slipped  a  small  box  into  his 
coat  pocket. 

44  Good-bye  !  good-bye  !  ”  she  cried  somewhat  boister¬ 
ously,  with  an  exclamation  that  seemed  to  be  half  sob 
and  half  laugh.  44  Go  back  to  your  tent  at  once  and 
brush  your  hair.  It’s  enough  to  frighten  any  one,”  and 
now  she  laughed  with  unnecessary  vehemence,  the  near 
mountains  echoing  the  peal  with  a  strange  mocking 
cadence  that  sent  a  chill  up  the  spine  of  one  listener. 

44  What  does  this  mean  ?  ”  he  asked  himself. 

The  man  at  the  bridle  turned  the  horse’s  head 
towards  the  distant  railway,  and  the  other  smote  the 
steed  on  the  flank. 

44  Let  go  my  horse  !  ”  commanded  Miss  Fuller, 
savagely. 

The  man  slouched  away.  She  touched  the  animal 
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with  her  heel  and  galloped  off,  while  Steele  stood  in  a 
daze  watching  her.  Only  once  she  looked  back,  then 
made  a  quick  motion  to  the  pocket  of  her  jacket  and 
disappeared  round  the  ledge  of  rock.  Jack  remembered 
the  packet  she  had  dropped  into  his  pocket,  and  imagin¬ 
ing  her  gesture  might  have  reference  to  that,  walked  to 
his  tent  to  examine  the  present  so  surreptitiously  given 
him,  remembering  that  she  had  said  the  night  before  it 
would  prove  more  significant  than  the  ring  she  had  so 
reluctantly  accepted.  It  was  a  little,  square  parcel,  tied 
in  a  bit  of  newspaper  with  a  red  string.  He  whisked 
this  ofF,  and  held  in  his  hand  a  box  of  white  metal. 
Opening  the  box  he  saw  within  it  a  simple  cake  of 
soap  ! 

Steele  held  this  on  his  open  palm,  gazing  at  it  like 
one  hypnotized. 

“  My  God  !  ”  lie  groaned  at  last,  “  soap — Amalga¬ 
mated  Soap  !  Peter  Berrington  and  Nicholson  !  Trapped, 
as  I  am  a  fool  and  a  sinner  !  These  muleteers  are  the 
real  chiefs  of  this  expedition.  They  saw  Alice  Fuller 
weakening  ;  but  she  weakened  too  late,  and  now  they 
have  sent  her  away.  What’s  the  object  of  all  this  ?  It 
is  too  fantastic  to  imagine  that  Nicholson  supposes  he 
can  exact  all  I  possess  as  ransom.  Even  the  Black  Hills 
are  not  the  mountains  of  Greece.  What  is  it,  then  ? 
Murder  ?  That’s  equally  incredible,  and  yet  possible. 
Here  am  I  unarmed,  rifles  in  the  boxes,  no  one  with  me 
but  a  cowardly  nigger.  Walked  right  into  the  trap  with 
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my  eyes  open,  like  a  gaping  idiot  !  Well,  John  Steele, 
you  deserve  all  you  will  get  !  Let’s  discover  what  it  is.” 

He  strode  out  of  the  tent.  The  negro  was  preparing 
breakfast.  The  three  men  stood  in  a  group  together, 
talking,  but  they  looked  round  and  became  silent  as  he 
approached. 

“  I  have  changed  my  mind,”  said  Steele ;  “  we’re 
going  back  to  the  railway.” 

“  Oh  no,  we’re  not,”  said  one  of  the  men,  stepping 
forward,  and  taking  a  revolver  from  his  hip  pocket ; 
u  we’re  going  on  to  the  mine.” 

u  Is  there  a  mine  ?  ”  asked  Steele,  with  a  sneering 
laugh. 

u  Oh,  there’s  a  mine  all  right  enough,  and  they’re 
waiting  for  you  there.” 

“  Who  ?  ” 

“  You’ll  find  out  about  twelve  o’clock  to-day.” 

“  See  here,  boys,”  said  Steele,  persuasively,  “  I’ll  make 
you  three  the  richest  men  in  this  part  of  the  country 
if  you’ll  accompany  me  safely  back  to  the  railway.” 

“  W e’ve  heard  that  kind  of  talk  before,”  replied  the 
man,  “and  have  had  enough  of  it.  You  tell  that  to 
the  boss  of  the  gang  at  the  mine  ;  and  whatever  he  says, 
we’ll  agree  to.” 

“Yes,  but  at  the  mine -  How  many  are  there, 

by  the  way  ?  ” 

“  You’ll  see  when  you  reach  the  spot.” 

“Well,  even  if  there’s  one  more,  he  divides  the  loot 
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with  you.  You  can  make  better  terms  with  me  now 
than  you  can  at  the  mine.” 

“  Chuck  it,  stranger.  There  ain’t  no  use  giving  us 
any  more  taffy.  You’re  going  on  to  the  mine.” 

“  All  right,”  said  Steele,  turning  on  his  heel.  “I’ll 
have  breakfast  first.  Is  the  coffee  ready,  Jackson  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

The  prisoner  sat  down  at  the  collapsible  table  and 
enjoyed  a  hearty  meal. 

At  noon  they  reached  the  mine,  and  a  dozen  gaunt, 
wild-eyed  men,  who  were  sitting  round,  stood  up  when 
the  riders  came  into  sight.  They  gave  no  cheer  when 
they  saw  the  captive,  nor  did  their  attitude  of  listless, 
bored  indifference  change  a  particle  as  Steele  stopped 
his  horse  and  dismounted. 

“  Here’s  the  goods,”  said  the  leader  of  the  muleteers, 
and  the  boss  of  the  mining  gang  nodded,  but  made  no 
reply. 

“  Good  day,  gentlemen,”  began  Steele,  a  smile 
coming  to  his  lips  in  spite  of  the  seriousness  of  the 
crisis,  as  he  thought  that  this  sombre,  silent  gang  in  the 
midst  of  the  mountains  bore  a  comical  resemblance  to 
the  gnomes  in  Rip  Van  Winkle  when  that  jovial 
inebriate  appeared  amongst  them.  “  I  take  it,  sir,  that 
you  are  leader  here,  and  I  think  there  has  been  some 
mistake.  During  to-day’s  journey  I  have  been  forced 
to  travel  to  this  mine  against  my  will.  You  seem  to 
have  been  expecting  me.  Now,  what’s  up  r  ” 
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“  You’ll  be,  in  about  ten  minutes,”  replied  the 
leader.  “  Dakota  Bill,  where’s  your  rope  ?  ” 

“  Here  it  is,”  said  Bill,  stepping  forward  and  exhibit¬ 
ing  a  slip-noose  at  the  end  of  about  thirty  feet  of  stout  line. 

“  Now,  stranger,  if  you’ve  got  any  messages  to  leave 
your  friends,  we’ll  give  you  ten  minutes  to  write  or  say 
them.” 

“I’ve  no  messages,  thank  you,  but  I  am  disturbed 
by  a  lively  curiosity  to  know  what  all  this  means.” 

u  Oh,  of  course  you’ve  no  suspicion  about  what  it 
means,  have  you  ?  ” 

“  No,  I  have  not.” 

“  You  never  saw  your  mine  before,  did  you  ?  ” 

“  It  isn’t  my  mine.” 

“I  knew  you’d  say  that.  Well,  now,  we’ve  been 
left  here  for  four  months  without  a  markee  of  pay.  For 
the  last  month  we  would  have  starved  if  it  hadn’t  been 
for  Dakota  Bill’s  good  work  with  a  rifle  ;  but  even  the 
game  has  fled  from  this  accursed  place  and  now  we  are 
starving.  You’re  the  man  responsible,  and  you  know  it. 
We’ve  sworn  to  hang  you,  and  we’re  going  to  hang  you.” 

“  My  dear  sir,  your  statement  is  definite  and  concise, 
without  being  as  illuminating  as  I  should  like.  A 

mistake  has  been  made,  of  which  I  am  the  innocent 

victim.  You  are  the  victims,  too,  for  that  matter ; 

because,  after  all,  it  is  not  a  mistake,  but  a  conspiracy. 

I  can  see,  however,  that  nothing  I  may  say  will  mitigate 
the  situation  in  the  slightest  degree.  I  shall,  therefore, 
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not  indulge  in  useless  declamation.  Three  things  are 
fixed.  I  am  the  owner  of  this  mine.  I  have  cheated 
you  out  of  your  pay  for  four  months,  therefore  I  am 
to  be  hanged.  There  comes  into  my  mind  at  this 
moment  something  I  have  read  somewhere  about  hang¬ 
ings  at  Newgate  prison  in  England.  They  drop  a  man, 
then  all  concerned  go  at  once  to  enjoy  what  is  called 
the  i  hanging  breakfast.’  The  gruesomeness  of  such  a 
proceeding  fastened  the  item  in  my  mind.  Let’s  have 
a  ‘  hanging  lunch.’  ” 

“  Stranger,  as  I  understand  your  remarks,  the  person 
turned  off  didn’t  attend  that  breakfast.” 

“  No,  he  didn’t.” 

“Very  well,  stranger,  we’ll  look  after  the  lunch 
when  you’re  strung  up.” 

“  But,  excuse  me,  the  victim  had  a  hearty  breakfast 
before  he  was  hanged.  Now,  I  beg  to  point  out  to  you 
that  I  drank  my  coffee  just  about  daybreak  this  morning, 
and  since  then  I’ve  travelled  over  the  worst  set  of 
mountains  it  has  ever  been  my  privilege  to  encounter. 
I’m  as  hungry  as  a  bear.  I  therefore  insist  on  your 
lunching  with  me,  and  I  shall  give  you  a  meal  such  as 
you  wouldn’t  better  at  the  Millionaire’s  Club.  Before 
I  left  home,  six  manufacturers  of  portable  stoves  insisted 
on  my  accepting  one  each,  in  the  hope  of  getting  an 
unsolicited  testimonial.  I  shall  leave  the  stoves  with 
you,  and  trust  you  will  recommend  them  to  your  friends. 
I  don’t  need  them  where  I’m  going.” 
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“  No,”  said  one  of  the  party,  u  they’d  melt  there.” 

“  Now,  Jackson,”  cried  Steele,  enthusiastically,  “  set 
up  the  whole  six  stoves.  You’ve  got  to  cook  dinner 
for  the  party.  But,  meanwhile,  open  some  of  those 
boxes  of  new  sardines  with  the  trimmings  on,  which 
they’ve  just  sent  across  to  us  from  Brittany.  A  little 
caviare  also  may  be  a  novelty  in  this  district.  I  think 
we’ve  plates  enough  to  go  round.  If  not,  use  saucers 
or  the  tins.  Gentlemen,  I  take  it  you  don’t  need  an 
appetizer,  but  what  will  you  drink  before  we  begin  ?  ” 

“  I  admit,  stranger,  you’re  a  mighty  plausible  cuss, 
and  we  expected  that ;  but  you  don’t  palaver  this  crowd. 
There’s  no  drinking  till  after  the  ceremony.” 

For  the  first  time  there  was  a  murmur  of  disapproval 
at  this,  but  the  leader  held  up  his  hand. 

“  See  here,  you  fellows,”  he  said,  “  we’ve  got  to  deal 
with  a  pretty  slippery  customer.  You  know  what  them 
city  men  are.  Now,  there’s  no  drinking  till  after  the 
performance  ;  you  hear  me.  I’d  string  him  up  this 
moment,  only  we’d  scare  his  cook  white,  and  then  we’d 
have  to  eat  things  raw.” 

Jackson  handed  round  sardines  and  other  tempting 
extras,  while  Steele  put  the  collapsible  table  on  its  legs 
and  opened  various  boxes,  from  one  of  which  he  took  out 
a  case  of  champagne,  and  another  of  Scotch  whisky. 
Then,  getting  a  large  pitcher  which  had  been  intended 
as  the  water-holder  of  his  tent,  he  poured  two  bottles  of 
Scotch  whisky  into  it,  followed  by  bottle  after  bottle  of 
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champagne  until  the  jug  was  full.  Meanwhile  the  busy 
negro  had  got  the  six  stoves  ablaze,  and  the  appetizing 
smell  that  came  from  the  utensils  over  the  fires  made  the 
starving  miners  oblivious  to  everything  else.  The  first 
course  was  devoured  in  silence. 

“  Although  you  may  not  care  to  consume  intoxicating 
liquors,  and  I  quite  agree  with  you  that  it  is  best  to  keep 
sober,  I  hope  you  have  no  objection  to  temperance 
drinks.  Who’ll  have  some  cider  ?  ” 

“  Cider  ?  ”  said  the  leader.  “  Have  you  got  any  ?  ” 

“  Here’s  a  pitcher  full.” 

“  That’s  all  right.  Pour  it  out.  I  wish  you  had 
brought  beer  instead.  We’d  risk  beer.” 

“  Oh,  well,  you  can  risk  the  cider.  I’m  sorry  I 
haven’t  any  beer,”  and,  hungry  as  he  was,  the  young 
man  himself  poured  out  full  glasses  to  each. 

“  By  jiminy  crickets  !”  cried  the  leader,  “  that’s  the 
best  cider  I  ever  tasted.” 

“  It’s  the  very  best  cider  made  in  this  country,”  said 
Steele,  earnestly, “and,  thank  goodness,  I’ve  got  plenty  of  it.” 

As  course  after  course  was  served,  and  bumper  after 
bumper  was  drunk,  the  geniality  of  the  crowd  rose  and 
rose,  until  Steele  at  last  saw  he  could  possibly  make 
terms  with  them,  but  he  resolved  not  to  chance  that. 
He  determined  to  leave  them  so  drunk  that  none  could 
move,  then  he  would  depart  at  his  leisure.  Under  the 
exhilarating  effects  of  the  mixture  he  poured  out,  all 
objections  to  intoxicating  liquor  fled  from  the  jovial 
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assemblage,  and  Jackson  now  opened  whisky  bottle  after 
whisky  bottle.  The  miners  were  laughing,  singing, 
weeping  on  one  another’s  necks,  utterly  oblivious  of 
mine  owners,  lack  of  pay,  lynching,  or  anything  else, 
when  Steele  and  Jackson  mounted  their  horses,  the 
coloured  cook  leading  one  of  the  mules  laden  with 
provisions  ample  for  a  week’s  journey. 

When  Steele  reached  Pickaxe  Gulch,  he  never 
thought  he  should  be  so  glad  to  see  a  pair  of  rails  again. 
He  felt  like  throwing  his  arms  round  the  neck  of  the 
station-master,  but  instead  asked  that  rough  diamond  if 
there  were  any  news. 

“  No,  not  much,”  replied  tf?e  station-master,  “  except 
that  Peter  Berrington,  the  billionaire,  is  dead.” 

“Thank  God!”  fervently  ejaculated  Steele,  to  the 
astonishment  of  the  station-master. 

“Yes,”  said  the  official,  “  he’s  gone  where  his  money 
won’t  do  him  no  good.  Found  dead  in  his  chair  in  his 
office  in  New  York,  two  days  ago.  There’s  the  paper, 
if  you  want  to  read  about  it.” 

Steele  went  in  and  possessed  himself  of  the  paper. 

“  By  Jove  !  ”  he  muttered,  as  he  gazed  at  the  big, 
black  headlines.  “  He  or  his  system  sent  a  man  to  death 
when  he  ought  to  have  been  preparing  for  death  himself. 
That’s  as  it  should  be.  Thank  goodness  the  shadow 
has  lifted  !  ” 

John  Steele  forgot  the  words  of  Shakespeare — 

“  The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them.” 


CHAPTER  XV 


AN  ATTEMPT  AT  AN  ARMISTICE 

John  Steele’s  friends  were  amazed  to  find  him  back  in 
town  almost  within  a  week  after  he  had  left  with  such 
lavish  preparations  for  a  long  stay  in  the  wilderness.  It 
was  difficult  for  him  to  offer  an  adequate  explanation, 
and  it  grew  to  be  most  annoying,  once  he  had  constructed 
his  excuses,  to  be  compelled  to  repeat  them  to  every 
friend  he  met,  and  listen  without  cursing  to  the  inane 
advice  given  by  people  who  didn’t  in  the  least  know 
what  they  were  talking  about. 

“  What  !  back  already  r  ”  cried  Philip  Manson,  who 
had  offered  to  place  a  private  car  at  his  disposal  if  he 
would  keep  close  to  the  railway.  Manson  held  that 
camping  out  in  a  private  car  was  the  right  way  to  do  it, 
and  that  a  canvas  tent  was  a  delusion  and  a  snare. 
u  Back  already  ?  ”  exclaimed  the  general  manager. 
“  Why,  Jack,  you  look  as  haggard  as  if  you’d  been 
through  a  panic  in  the  wheat  market.  Didn’t  the  Black 
Hills  agree  with  you  ?  ” 

“  No,”  said  John,  shortly  and  truthfully  ;  “  threatened 
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to  develop  throat  trouble,”  and  he  tapped  his  neck 
significantly. 

“  How  long  were  you  in  the  mountains  ?  ” 

“  Five  days.” 

u  Oh,  well,  I  told  you  how  it  would  be  before  you 
left.  That’s  what  comes  of  sleeping  in  a  cot-bed,  over 
damp  ground,  under  thin  canvas.  You  should  have 
taken  both  my  advice  and  my  private  car  ;  then  you 
could  have  carried  all  the  comforts  of  town  with  you.” 

Now  that  the  immediate  tension  of  the  crisis  had 
relaxed,  John  Steele  found  himself  very  close  to  a  mental 
and  physical  collapse.  It  was  true  that  the  great  Peter 
Berrington  was  dead,  but  the  elation  which  that  startling 
piece  of  news  had  first  caused  subsided  long  before  he 
reached  the  city.  Men  die,  but  systems  remain.  Had 
the  shadow  of  Peter  Berrington  been  lifted,  after  all, 
even  though  Peter  himself  was  now  a  shadow  ?  The 
grotesque  uncertainty  of  the  situation  was  making  rags 
of  John  Steele’s  nerves.  Even  as  he  walked  through  the 
crowded  streets  he  had  to  fight  down  an  impulse  to 
shriek  aloud,  raising  his  hands  to  heaven,  and  crying — 

“  In  God’s  name,  if  you’re  going  to  do  anything,  do 
it  now ,  and  let’s  have  it  over  !  ” 

It  was  not  that  he  shrank  from  ruin,  or  even  from 
death,  both  of  which  he  had  faced  within  the  past  year. 
It  was  the  uncertainty  of  when  and  how  the  blow  was  to 
fall.  He  began  to  fear  that  something  worse  than  either 
ruin  or  death  would  overtake  him.  In  the  privacy  of  his 
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own  room  he  would  sometimes  march  up  and  down  with 
set  teeth  and  clenched  fists,  saying  to  himself,  “You 
must  quit  thinking  of  this,  or  you’ll  go  mad  ;  ”  and  yet 
with  all  his  strength  of  mind  he  could  not  stop  his  plan¬ 
ning  to  circumvent  the  unseen  danger  which  threatened 
him. 

The  fantastic  nature  of  the  peril  that  surrounded  him 
was  such  that  if  it  were  made  public,  he  would  be  laughed 
at  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the  other.  In  a  busy, 
practical,  work-a-day  world,  it  was  incredible  that  a  group 
of  men,  only  one  of  whom  he  had  ever  seen,  and  that 
most  casually,  should  sit  in  a  sky-scraper  in  New  York 
and  actually  plan  the  murder  of  a  young  man  in  Chicago  ; 
for  this  group  of  men  were  churchgoers,  Sunday-school 
teachers,  philanthropists  who  had  founded  colleges ; 
bestowers  of  charity  on  a  scale  of  munificence  hitherto 
unexampled.  And  yet  more  potent  than  all  these  things 
was  the  fact  that  they  were  hard-headed  business  men, 
the  most  successful  business  men  in  the  world,  intent  on 
their  own  affairs,  and  naturally  far  removed  from  any 
thought  of  revenge,  for  the  simple  reason  that  revenge  is 
not  business,  and  there  is  no  money  in  it.  It  was  quite 
true  that  this  same  group,  in  early  days,  had  been  accused 
of  burning  rival  factories,  of  inciting  riots,  and  of  many 
other  crimes  against  the  peace  and  security  of  the  com¬ 
monwealth,  but  these  things  had  never  been  legally 
proven  or  brought  home  to  the  group  by  irrefutable 
evidence.  Where  investigation  had  followed  crime,  and 
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the  inquiry  was  not  quashed,  it  had  always  been  shown 
that  the  rash  acts  were  the  work  of  over-zealous  employes 
exceeding  their  instructions.  The  hands  of  the  financial 
group  in  the  tall  building  on  Broadway  were  clean.  No 
band  of  Quakers  were  more  set  against  violence  than 
these  mild-mannered  men  in  New  York.  If  John  Steele 
had  told  the  story  of  the  attempted  lynching  among  the 
Black  Hills,  the  incredulous  public  would  have  looked 
upon  the  affair  as  a  practical  joke  played  by  humorous 
mountaineers  on  a  tenderfoot  from  the  East.  No  one 
knew  better  than  John  Steele  that  to  connect  Dakota 
Bill  of  the  Black  Hills  with  Nicholson  of  New  York 
was  an  impossibility.  He  was  certain  the  miners  knew 
nothing  of  Nicholson  ;  that  they  held  a  genuine  lynching 
grievance  against  the  owner  of  the  mine,  whoever  he 
was,  and  that  they  were  acting  quite  naturally  according 
to  their  instincts  when  this  supposed  owner  had  fallen 
into  their  hands. 

Alice  Fuller,  who  led  him  so  easily  into  the  trap,  as 
the  tame  animal  in  the  stockyards  leads  its  fellows  to  the 
slaughter-pen — she,  of  course,  knew  for  whom  she  was 
acting,  but  John  doubted  if  this  knowledge  led  by  any 
followable  clue  to  Nicholson.  When  he  thought  of  the 
handsome  girl,  he  shuddered ;  and,  for  ten  thousand 
reasons,  that  episode  must  never  become  public.  To  be 
hoodwinked  by  a  pretty  woman  was  merely  to  join  the 
procession  of  fools  that  extended  from  the  time  of  Adam 
to  the  year  1905. 
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It  was  difficult  for  Steele  to  cease  his  thoughts  of  the 
Amalgamated  Soap  combination,  for  the  papers  continued 
full  of  Peter  Berrington  and  the  financial  upheaval  which 
his  sudden  death  was  certain  to  cause.  The  imagination 
of  the  world  was  touched  by  the  fact  that  this  tremendous 
power  which  Peter  Berrington  had  wielded  in  ever- 
increasing  force  for  nearly  half  a  century  now  lapsed  into 
the  hands  of  a  girl,  Constance  Berrington,  aged  twenty- 
four,  the  only  child  of  the  billionaire.  The  newspapers 
printed  column  after  column  about  this  young  lady,  who 
appeared  to  be  even  more  of  a  recluse  than  her  father 
was.  They  published  portraits  of  her,  no  two  alike — 
pictures  ranging  from  the  most  beautiful  woman  in 
Christendom  to  the  most  gaunt  and  ugly  hag  ;  which 
seemed  to  indicate  that  photographs  of  Miss  Constance 
were  unobtainable,  and  that  the  artists  drew  on  their 
imagination  as  well  as  on  their  Whatman  pads.  She 
avoided  society,  was  never  seen  at  such  resorts  as  New¬ 
port  or  Lennox  ;  she  took  no  part  in  the  festivities  of  a 
great  city,  and  believed  that  the  door  of  a  theatre  was 
the  gate  of  hell.  Gossip  said  she  was  haunted  by  a  fear 
of  being  married  for  her  money,  and  so  at  this  early  age 
had  become  a  man-hater.  It  was  also  alleged  that  she 
kept  a  conscience,  a  possession  with  which  her  father 
had  never  been  credited  even  by  the  wildest  imaginative 
writer.  She  was  going  to  devote  her  life  and  her  billions 
as  far  as  possible  to  the  undoing  of  the  harm  which  her 
parent  had  accomplished. 


u 
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“  She  is  fanatically  religious,”  proclaimed  one  news¬ 
paper. 

“  She  is  a  plain,  commonplace  girl,”  said  another, 
“  whose  father  has  bequeathed  her  his  cash,  but  not  his 
brains.” 

When  John  Steele  found  he  could  not  cease  thinking 
over  his  paralyzing  situation,  which  had  entirely  emascu¬ 
lated  his  initiative  and  wrecked  his  business  career  ;  when 
he  feared  lunacy  awaited  him,  he  resolved  to  meet  this 
girl,  and  persuade  her,  if  he  could,  to  stop  the  huge, 
golden  Juggernaut  which  threatened  to  crush  the  life  or 
reason  out  of  him.  Yet  it  seemed  cowardly  for  a  grown 
man  to  make  such  an  appeal  to  a  young  girl  who  was  an 
entire  stranger  to  him,  and  who,  if  he  actually  succeeded 
in  reaching  her  presence,  would  most  likely  consider 
herself  insulted  that  such  crimes  as  he  placed  before  her 
without  the  slightest  proof,  should  be  attributed  to  her 
father.  Thus  the  interview  would  doubtless  end  with 
his  being  turned  out  of  the  house  by  the  servants.  Then 
again,  even  if  she  believed  him — and  the  chances  were 
only  as  one  in  ten  thousand — did  she  possess  the  actual 
as  well  as  the  nominal  power  to  stop  the  persecution  ? 
Was  she  like  the  Czar  of  Russia,  helplessly  at  the  head 
of  an  organization  over  whose  movements  the  supposed 
chief  had  no  control  ? 

Yet,  after  all,  Steele  had  not  gone  so  far  towards  in¬ 
sanity  as  to  be  in  any  error  regarding  the  real  mover  in 
the  conspiracies  of  which  he  was  the  victim.  Nicholson 
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was  the  man  ;  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  that.  Twice 
Steele  had  beaten  Nicholson  to  the  ground.  In  the  great 
wheat  deal  he  had  exposed  his  treachery  and  dishonesty  ; 
had  publicly  shown  him  to  be  an  unscrupulous  scoundrel ; 
had  prevented  him  from  making  millions  in  a  single 
coup,  which  was  all  prepared  and  certain  to  succeed  had 
not  Steele  disarranged  the  machinery.  He  had  humiliated 
the  man  personally,  wounding  his  pride  and  crushing  his 
self-esteem.  Was  it  possible,  then,  ever  to  make  terms 
with  one  naturally  so  embittered  ?  Steele  braced  him¬ 
self  and  resolved  to  try.  Twice  he  had  defeated  him, 
and  there  remained  in  John’s  hand  the  powerful  weapon 
of  publicity.  After  all,  could  Amalgamated  Soap  risk 
such  an  exposure  as  it  was  in  Steele’s  power  to  cast  forth 
to  the  eager  Press  of  the  country  ?  Was  it  so  certain 
that  the  public  would  not  believe  the  story  he  might  tell 
regarding  Amalgamated  Soap  ?  Even  though  Nicholson 
was  imbued  with  malice,  his  colleagues  would  be  more 
reasonable,  more  amenable  to  persuasion.  They  would 
undoubtedly  try  to  induce  this  angry  man  to  refrain  from 
tempting  the  avalanche.  He  resolved  to  propose  a  treaty 
of  peace  with  Nicholson.  Then  came  the  doubt.  Should 
Nicholson  agree  to  such  a  pact,  would  he  keep  it  ?  Would 
he  merely  use  it  as  a  sedative  to  lull  his  intended  victim 
into  false  security  ?  Such  an  outcome  was  very  likely  ; 
still,  a  frank  talk  with  Nicholson  could  do  no  harm,  and 
Steele  had  not  the  slightest  intention  of  being  lulled  into 
security  by  anything  Nicholson  might  say.  Recalling  to 
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his  mind  the  stony  countenance  of  that  human  sphinx 
Steele  could  not  delude  himself  that  any  appeal  to  con¬ 
science  or  any  plea  for  mercy  would  have  the  least  chance 
of  success.  Nicholson  was  as  unemotional  as  the  Pyramids  ; 
Steele  could  make  no  bargain  with  such  a  man  unless  he 
had  something  to  offer.  Therefore  he  did  not  go  im¬ 
petuously  to  New  York  and  fling  himself  at  the  feet  of 
Nemesis,  the  divinity  of  chastisement  and  vengeance. 
He  set  about  the  preparation  of  the  goods  he  would  trade 
with  this  white  Indian.  It  gratified  him  to  think  that 
after  all  these  months  of  doubt  and  uncertainty  he  could 
at  last  come  to  a  definite  decision  about  anything. 

There  were  no  women  in  John  Steele’s  office.  His 
confidential  stenographer  was  a  quiet  man,  a  little  older 
than  himself,  named  Henry  Russell.  Steele  touched  an 
electric  button  on  his  desk,  and  Russell  came  in,  note¬ 
book  in  hand. 

“  Sit  down,  Russell.  If  I  remember  rightly,  you  were 
connected  with  a  newspaper  in  your  early  days  ?  ” 

“  In  a  very  humble  capacity,  sir ;  I  was  merely  a 
reporter.” 

“  Oh,  don’t  say  c  merely.’  A  reporter  is  ever  so 
much  more  important  than  an  editorial  writer.  Have 
you  ever  attempted  a  novel  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir.” 

a  Still,  you  know  something  of  literary  form  and  the 
way  a  book  is  put  together,  I  suppose  ?  ” 

“  I  know  nothing  about  the  writing  of  books,  sir. 
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I  think  I  have  a  fair  knowledge  of  how  a  sentence 
should  read.” 

“Well,  that’s  the  main  thing.  Still,  as  a  reporter, 
you  must  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  the  seamy  side  of  life, 
and  later  you  have  had  to  do  with  important  business 
affairs,  ever  since  you  came  into  my  employ.” 

“  That  is  very  true,  Mr.  Steele.” 

“  Don’t  you  think  you  could  concoct  the  plot  of  a 
novel  ?  A  novel  of  everyday  business  life,  let  us  say, 
like  one  of  those  that  have  been  so  successful  lately — a 
book  pulsating  with  the  greed  of  gold,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing,  you  know  ?  Unscrupulous  men,  and  perhaps  an 
adventuress  here  and  there,  of  perfectly  stunning  beauty. 
For  instance,  some  one  resembling  that  girl  who  came  in 
to  see  me  a  fortnight  ago.” 

“Yes,  I  remember  her.  She  was  good  looking.” 

“  An  amazing  beauty,  I  thought  her,”  said  Steele, 
thrusting  his  hands  into  his  trousers  pockets  and  march¬ 
ing  up  and  down  the  room.  “  Well,  couldn’t  such  a  belle 
of  the  markets  as  that  inspire  you  towards  the  writing  of 
a  great  work  of  fiction  ?  ” 

Russell  shook  his  head. 

“  I’m  afraid  not,  Mr.  Steele.” 

“There’s  nothing  much  doing  just  now,”  continued 
the  promenading  man.  “  At  this  present  moment  I 
intended  to  be  off  on  my  vacation,  but  I  found  the 
mountains  too  exciting — er — too  dull,  I  mean — and  so  you 
see  I  am  back  among  you  earlier  than  I  expected.  Now, 
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Russell,  between  ourselves,  there  is  nothing  more  absurd 
than  for  a  successful  business  man  to  attempt  the  writing 
of  a  novel.  Yet  I’m  the  sort  of  person  who  cannot 
remain  idle,  and  there  is  nothing  in  sight  to  do  for  a 
month  or  two.  I’m  going  to  while  away  the  time  by 
composing  a  business  novel,  and  I  want  you  to  assist 
me.  I’ll  dictate  the  thing  straight  off  to  you,  and  you 
must  invent  the  names  and  kick  the  sentences  into 
shape.” 

“  I’ll  do  my  best,  sir.” 

u  And  remember,  Russell,  of  all  the  confidential  trans¬ 
actions  you  have  been  called  upon  to  perform,  this  is  the 
one  in  which  I  demand  the  utmost  secrecy.  I  should  be 
the  laughing-stock  of  the  town  if  it  once  got  out  that  I 
were  plunging  into  fiction  instead  of  wheat.” 

“  I’ll  never  breathe  a  whisper  of  it,  sir.” 

“  I  am  sure  you  won’t,  and  that  is  why  I  trust  you. 
Now,  we’ll  just  lock  the  doors  and  refuse  ourselves  to  all 
comers.  If  a  novel  is  to  be  a  success  nowadays,  when 
people  have  so  much  to  read  and  so  little  time  for  reading, 
it  must  be  as  sensational  as  possible,  and  I  think  I  can  do 
the  trick.  Anyhow,  if  it  fails,  there’s  no  great  harm 
done,  and  for  a  time  we  two  will  court  that  seclusion 
with  which,  I  read  in  the  papers,  all  true  literary  men 
surround  themselves.” 

The  two  men  worked  together  day  after  day,  until 
the  first  draft  of  the  history  was  completed  and  typed  ; 
then  they  revised  this  copy  very  thoroughly,  and  Steele 
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directed  that  duplicates  should  be  made,  with  blanks  left 
for  all  proper  names.  He  professed  himself  dissatisfied 
with  the  titles  they  had  invented,  and  said  that  while  the 
final  manuscript  was  being  prepared,  he  would  concoct 
more  suitable  appellations  for  his  main  characters,  and 
insert  them  with  his  own  hand.  This  final  revision  was 
accomplished  by  John  Steele  alone,  when  he  inserted  the 
real  names  ;  then  with  his  own  hand  he  wrote  the 
following  letter  to  Stoliker,  editor  of  the  Daily  Blade — 

“  My  dear  Stoliker, 

“  If  the  accompanying  manuscript  ever  comes 
into  your  possession,  I  want  you  first  of  all  to  remember 
that  on  a  certain  night  I  brought  to  you  a  most  remark¬ 
able  article  regarding  the  wheat  situation  in  this  country, 
the  truth  of  which  you  quite  legitimately  doubted. 
After-events  proved  the  accuracy  of  my  statement,  and 
you  were  thus  enabled  to  score  a  great  triumph  for  your 
paper.  Believe  me,  then,  when  I  tell  you  that  every 
word  here  typed  is  true  ;  for  when  you  read  the  accom¬ 
panying  pages,  I  shall  not  be  by  your  side  to  use  argu¬ 
ments  in  favour  of  its  publication.  I  shall  either  have 
disappeared,  or,  more  probably,  I  shall  be  dead.  In  either 
case,  this  manuscript,  every  name  in  which  is  real,  will 
give  you  a  clue  to  the  disaster  which  has  overtaken  me. 
In  the  mean  time  I  remain, 

u  Your  friend, 

“  John  Steele.” 
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This  letter  and  the  manuscript  he  wrapped  up  into  a 
parcel,  which  he  securely  sealed.  On  the  outside  he 
wrote  instructions  that  in  the  case  of  his  death  or  dis¬ 
appearance  the  package  was  to  be  handed  intact  to 
Stoliker  of  the  Dally  Blade.  The  other  package,  with  a 
duplicate  of  the  letter  to  Stoliker,  was  placed  in  the 
vault  of  a  depository,  supposed  to  be  the  greatest  strong¬ 
room  in  the  city,  which,  he  afterwards  learned  with  some 
amusement,  belonged  to  Amalgamated  Soap.  The  thin 
key  and  the  code  word  which  opened  this  receptacle  he 
placed  in  a  sealed  envelope  which  he  left  in  the  hands 
of  his  legal  advisers,  with  instructions  to  forward  the 
envelope  to  Stoliker  in  case  of  his  death  or  disappearance. 

All  this  accomplished  to  his  satisfaction,  he  took  the 
Limited  to  New  York,  and  entered  the  tall  building  on 
Broadway  which  was  body  to  the  brain  that  directed  the 
activities  of  Amalgamated  Soap.  Asking  that  his  card 
should  be  taken  to  Mr.  Nicholson,  and  replying  to  an 
inquiry  that  he  had  no  appointment,  he  was  taken  into  a 
small  but  richly  furnished  waiting-room,  which  he  saw  to 
be  one  of  many  on  the  eleventh  floor,  and  there  he  rested 
for  nearly  half  an  hour  before  a  messenger  entered  and  an¬ 
nounced  that  Mr.  Nicholson  would  be  pleased  to  see  him. 

Nicholson’s  room  was  large  and  sumptuous,  with 
several  windows  opening  on  Broadway.  The  two 
financiers,  big  and  little,  met  on  the  plane  of  ordinary 
politeness,  without  any  effusion  of  mutual  regard  on  the 
one  hand,  or  evidence  of  mutual  distrust  on  the  other. 
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“  I  have  called,”  said  Steele,  “  to  see  if  we  can  come 
to  any  workable  arrangement.” 

“  In  what  line  of  activity  ?  ”  asked  Nicholson. 

“In  a  line  of  passivity  rather  than  of  activity,” 
explained  Steele,  with  a  smile.  “  When  I  was  a 
youngster,  and  engaged  in  a  fight,  it  was  etiquette  that 
as  soon  as  the  under  boy  hollered  ‘  Enough  !  ’  the  fellow 
on  top  ceased  pummelling  him.  I  have  come  all  the 
way  from  Chicago  to  cry  4  Enough  !  ’  ” 

Nicholson’s  eyebrows  raised  very  slightly. 

“I  fear  I  do  not  understand  you,  Mr.  Steele.” 

“  Oh  yes,  you  do.  It  will  save  time  and  talk  if  we 
take  certain  things  for  granted.  When  we  first  met,  I 
was  so  unfortunate  as  to  find  myself  opposed  to  you.  I 
admit  frankly  that  I  entirely  underestimated  your  genius 
and  your  power.  Since  then,  on  one  occasion  you  came 
within  an  ace  of  ruining  me.  On  a  second  and  more 
recent  occasion  you  came  within  an  ace  of  causing  my 
death.  Now,  I  have  called  at  the  captain’s  office  to 
settle.  In  the  language  of  the  wild  and  woolly  West, 
my  hands  are  up,  and  you  have  the  drop  on  me.  What 
are  your  terms  ?  ” 

For  a  few  moments  Nicholson  regarded  his  visitor 
with  an  expression  in  which  mild  surprise  was  mingled 
with  equally  mild  anxiety.  When  at  last  he  spoke,  his 
voice  was  perceptibly  lowered,  as  if  he  addressed  an 
invalid  in  a  sick-room. 

“  You  are  not  looking  very  well,  Mr.  Steele  ?  ” 
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“  No,  nor  feeling  well,  either,  Mr.  Nicholson.” 

“  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it.  What  is  the  trouble  ?  ” 

“  Amalgamated  Soap,  I  should  say,”  said  John,  with 
a  dreary  laugh.  “Excellent  for  the  complexion,  but 
mighty  bad  for  the  nerves.” 

“  I  shall  make  no  pretence  of  misunderstanding  your 
meaning,  Mr.  Steele,”  Nicholson  went  on,  with  the 
patient  enunciation  one  uses  towards  an  unreasonable 
child.  “You  are  hinting  that  in  revenge  for  fancied 
opposition  on  your  part,  either  I  personally  or  the  com¬ 
pany  with  which  I  am  associated,  or  both,  have  entered 
into  a  conspiracy,  first  to  rob,  and  secondly  to  murder 
you.  I  hesitate  to  speak  so  bluntly,  but,  as  you  quite 
sensibly  remark,  we  should  be  frank  with  each  other.” 

“Your  bluntness  is  more  than  compensated  for  by 
your  accuracy,  Mr.  Nicholson.  What  you  describe  is 
exactly  what  you  have  done.  Mere  accident  saved  me 
from  ruin  in  the  Consolidated  Beet  Sugar  formation. 
Less  than  a  month  ago  I  was  led  across  the  plains  by 
one  of  your  minions — a  most  charming,  beautiful,  and 
fascinating  young  woman — into  a  death-trap,  from  which 
I  escaped  largely  through  my  own  ingenuity.  Now,  I 
have  written  down  a  rather  vivid  and  strictly  accurate 
account  of  these  doings.  I  have  put  in  your  name,  and 
that  of  Amalgamated  Soap,  and  my  own,  and  there  are 
three  copies  of  this  narrative  in  existence,  two  of  them 
with  a  slow  match  attached  which  you  can  very  easily 
light.” 
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“  Meaning  that  this  interesting  account  will  appear 
in  print,  Mr.  Steele  ?  ” 

“  Quite  so.  Now,  I  ask  you,  Mr.  Nicholson,  is  it 
worth  while  going  any  further  with  this  feud  ?  We’re 
not  illicit  distillers  in  the  mountains  trying  to  pot-shot 
each  other,  but  two  supposedly  sane  men  ;  and  the  world 
is  amply  wide  enough  for  both.  What  do  you  say  ?  ” 
u  Really,  Mr.  Steele,  it’s  rather  difficult  to  know 
what  to  say  without  seeming  impolite.  Many  things 
have  been  printed  about  Amalgamated  Soap  during  the 
last  twenty  years,  and  so  far  they  have  never  been  replied 
to,  nor  have  our  dividends  been  adversely  affected.  A 
few  of  the  articles  I  have  read.  Some  were  largely 
statistical,  others  of  a  defamatory  character,  others,  again, 
contained  the  two  qualities  combined.  But  you,  Mr. 
Steele,  threaten  to  inject  a  most  unusual  and  interesting 
quality— namely,  that  of  an  attractive  young  man 
journeying  across  the  prairies  with  a  beautiful  and 
mysterious  young  woman.  If  I  raised  a  finger  to 
prevent  the  publication  of  a  human  document  so  well 
calculated  to  touch  the  better  and  more  sentimental 
parts  of  our  nature,  I  should  consider  that  I  was  depriving 
my  fellow  creatures  of  a  source  of  pure  enjoyment.  I 
believe  we  sometimes  unite  beauty  and  soap  in  our 
advertisements.  Attractive  pictures  they  are.  But  this 

romance  of  the  Black  Hills - ” 

w  How  do  you  know  it  was  the  Black  Hills  ?  ”  asked 
Steele,  quickly. 
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“  Didn’t  you  mention  that  locality  ?  ” 

“  I  said  the  plains.” 

“Then  I  beg  pardon  —  this  romance  of  the 
plains - ” 

“  Now,  stop  a  moment,  Nicholson  ;  just  stop  where 
you  are.  Do  you  see  what  a  blunder  you’ve  made  ? 
For  your  own  purpose,  whatever  it  may  be,  you  have 
been  pretending  that  this  human  document  of  mine,  as 
you  call  it,  is  a  myth.  Yet,  in  the  calm  and  choice 
language  with  which  you  are  describing  it,  you  have 
suddenly  given  yourself  away.  You  know  the  mine  was 
in  the  Black  Hills,  and,  of  course,  I  knew  you  knew  from 
the  very  first.  Now,  let  us  quit  sparring.  I  asked  you 
what  your  terms  were.  I  am  not  using  threats  at  all.  I 
am  merely  trying  to  come  to  an  arrangement.  Suppose, 
on  the  third  attack,  you  succeed  in  driving  me  to  the 
wall.  What  good  will  it  do  you  ?  ” 

“  None  at  all,  Mr.  Steele,  and  I  assure  you  I  have  not 
the  least  desire  to  interfere  even  in  the  remotest  degree 
with  your  affairs.  You  evidently  attribute  to  me  more 
power  than  I  possess.  The  undertakings  of  our  associa¬ 
tion  are  all  matters  of  mutual  arrangement  between  the 
directors,  of  whom  I  happen  to  be  one.  We  meet  each 
day  at  eleven  o’clock,  and  I  trust  you  will  believe  me 
when  I  say  that  if  I  proposed  to  my  colleagues  either  the 
robbery  or  murder  of  Mr.  John  Steele,  I  should  be  very 
promptly  asked  to  resign  my  position,  and  deservedly  so. 
Really,  Pvlr.  Steele,  if  I  may  make  an  appeal  to  your  own 
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common  sense,  you  must  admit  that  the  building  up  of 
the  prestige  of  this  company,  its  successful  carrying  on, 
its  increase  of  business  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  are 
not  accomplished  by  such  bizarre  devices  as  you  ascribe 
to  us.” 

fi  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  did  not,  in  my  own 
presence,  attempt  to  wreck  the  Consolidated  Beet  Sugar 
Company  when  you  thought  I  would  be  ruined  by  it, 
and  immediately  go  to  allotment  when  you  learned  I 
had  escaped  the  trap  ?  ” 

“  I  am  very  glad  you  mentioned  that,  Mr.  Steele,  be¬ 
cause  a  few  simple  words  will  show  you  that  I  am  not 
the  Machiavelli  you  suppose  me  to  be.  To  wreck  you  I 
should  have  been  compelled  to  wreck  ourselves  to  at 
least  an  equal  amount,  and  it  is  not  the  custom  of 
Amalgamated  Soap  to  purchase  revenge  at  so  excessive 
a  price.  It  is  one  of  our  principles  never  to  enter  into 
any  company  put  before  the  public  unless  the  capital  is 
fully  subscribed.  To  my  surprise  I  learned  that  we  were 
a  million  short,  therefore  I  could  not  agree  to  go  to 
allotment.” 

“But  you  went  to  allotment  all  the  same  when  you 
learned  I  was  out.” 

“  Pardon  me,  it  was  not  learning  that  you  were  out 
of  it  which  caused  me  to  change  my  mind.  It  was 
knowing  you  had  sent  a  letter  to  the  papers  informing 
the  public  that  we  were  interested  in  the  Consolidated 
Beet  Sugar  Company.  The  moment  our  good  name 
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was  involved  I  proposed  going  to  allotment ;  but  before 
doing  so  I  myself  drew  my  cheque  for  a  million  dollars 
and  bought  the  unsold  shares.  Your  being  in  or  out  of 
the  company  had  nothing  to  do  with  my  action.” 

“  You  will  not  come  to  terms,  then  ?  ” 

“  There  are  no  terms  to  come  to.” 

“Is  this  your  last  word,  Mr.  Nicholson  ?” 

“If  you  will  pardon  the  liberty  I  take,  Mr.  Steele,  I 
shall  venture  some  last  words  on  another  subject.  As 
I  said  when  you  came  in,  you  are  not  looking  well.  Do 
you  know  what  paranoea  means  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not.” 

“Then,  if  you  take  my  advice,  you  will  consult  a 
physician  and  ask  him  about  it.” 

“  I’ll  ask  you,  to  save  the  physician’s  fee.  What  is 
paranoea  ?  ” 

“  It  is  a  disease  of  the  brain,  and  its  symptom  is  fear. 
The  victim  imagines  that  some  one,  or  every  one,  is 
plotting  against  him.  All  the  energies  he  possesses  are 
directed  towards  the  circumvention  of  conspiracies  that 
are  wholly  imaginary.  This  disease,  if  not  checked,  leads 
to  insanity  or  suicide.” 

John  Steele  rose  to  his  feet. 

“  Does  paranoea  ever  lead  to  murder,  Mr.  Nicholson  r  ” 

“  Quite  frequently.” 

“Then  as  I  have  been  told  that  the  directors  of 
Amalgamated  Soap  are  a  most  piously  inclined  body, 
please  solicit  their  prayers  that  I  may  not  be  afflicted 
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with  the  malady  you  mention.  I  thank  you  for  giving 
me  so  much  of  your  time,  and  now  bid  you  4  good 
day.’  ” 

“  Good-bye,  Mr.  Steele,”  said  Nicholson,  rising.  Then 
speaking  in  his  suavest  manner,  he  said,  “  If  ever  you 
entertain  any  project  that  requires  more  capital  than  you 
can  command,  I  shall  be  most  pleased  to  submit  it  to 
Mr.  John  Berrington,  and  perhaps  we  may  be  of  assistance 
to  you.  As  I  told  you  before,  I  have  the  utmost 
admiration  for  your  financial  ability.” 

“Thank  you,  Mr.  Nicholson  ;  I  shall  bear  your  kind 
invitation  in  mind.  However,  I  may  inform  you  that  I 
have  entirely  dropped  out  of  all  speculative  business.  I 
am  one  of  the  few  men  who  know  when  they  have  had 
enough.  I  have  accumulated  all  the  money  I  shall  need 
during  my  lifetime,  and  I  intend  to  take  care  of  it.” 

“A  most  sensible  resolution,  Mr.  Steele;  and  once 
more  good-bye,  with  many  thanks  for  the  visit.” 

John  Steele  walked  up  Broadway  the  most  depressed 
man  in  New  York.  His  attempted  compromise  had 
proven  a  complete  failure  ;  his  journey  east  a  loss  of  time. 
And  yet  of  what  value  was  time  to  him,  who  dared  not 
undertake  the  most  innocent  project  through  fear  of  the 
developments  that  might  follow  ?  Nicholson  had  said 
that  fear  was  the  symptom  of  the  malady  he  had  so 
graphically  depicted.  Could  it  be  possible,  Steele  asked 
himself,  that  he  was  actually  the  victim  of  a  disease,  every 
indication  of  which  he  seemed  to  possess.  Nicholson 
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had  evidently  planted  that  thought  in  his  brain  to  his 
further  disquietude.  That  man,  who  rarely  allowed  a 
smile  to  lighten  his  face,  had  inwardly  laughed  at  him, 
flouted  him,  defied  him  !  and  all  done  with  soothing, 
contemptuous  insults. 

Steele  walked  slowly  up  Broadway  until  he  came  to 
its  intersection  with  Fifth  Avenue,  and  then  he  followed 
the  latter  street,  aimlessly  making  for  his  hotel.  Never¬ 
theless,  when  he  came  opposite  the  hotel  he  wandered 
past  it  and  on  up  the  Avenue.  Suddenly  he  shook  him¬ 
self  together  and  denied  the  cowardliness  which  he  had 
hitherto  attributed  to  the  design  forming  in  his  mind. 
He  would  appeal  to  a  woman,  and  if  he  could  not  thus 
circumvent  the  demoniac  Nicholson,  he  would  go  out  of 
business  entirely,  as  he  had  threatened,  and  either  travel 
or  take  up  some  interesting  recreative  occupation.  He 
made  inquiries,  was  directed  to  the  Berrington  residence, 
walked  up  the  steps  of  that  palace,  and  rang  the  bell. 
A  servant  in  gorgeous  livery  opened  the  door. 

“I  wish  to  speak  with  Miss  Berrington,”  he  said. 

“  Not  at  ’ome,  sir,”  was  the  curt  answer. 

Steele  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  drew  forth  a 
twenty-dollar  bill. 

“I  think  the  lady  is  in,”  he  said  quietly,  handing 
this  legal  tender  to  the  man  in  plush.  Even  in  the 
residences  of  millionaires  tips  of  this  size  are  unusual, 
and  the  haughty  menial  at  once  melted.  He  pocketed 
the  money. 
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“No,  sir,”  he  said,  “she  is  not  in  town  at  all. 
Speaking  confidentially,  sir,  Miss  Berrington’s  that 
peculiar  she  don’t  like  New  York.  Her  ladyship — I 
beg  your  pardon,  sir — Miss  Berrington  is  at  her  country 
’ome  some  distance  out  of  town,  sir.” 

“  How  far  ?  Where  is  it  ?  ” 

“  On  a  lake,  sir.  I  don’t  quite  remember  its  name. 
Begins  with  a  h’S,  I  think,  sir.” 

“  Lake  Saratoga  ?  ”  suggested  Steele. 

“  It  begins  with  a  h’S,  sir,”  repeated  the  man  thought¬ 
fully.  Then  with  a  sudden  burst  of  inspiration,  “  Oh 
yes,  sir,  Superior — Lake  Superior,  sir.” 

“  Great  heavens  !  ”  cried  Steele,  unable  to  repress  a 
smile,  “  that  isn’t  just  exactly  in  the  environs  of  New 
York.  I  suppose  you  couldn’t  tell  me  whether  the  house 
is  on  the  Canadian  or  the  United  States  side  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir,  I  couldn’t  say,  sir,  being  it’s  in  Michigan, 
sir.” 

“  Oh,  well,  that’s  near  enough  ;  I  can  guess  the 
rest.” 

The  man  in  plush  pronounced  the  name  of  the  State 
as  if  the  first  syllable  were  spelt  M-i-t-c-h. 

“Yes,  sir,  her  ladyship — beg  your  pardon — Miss 
Berrington  owns  a  large  estate  there,  so  they  tell  me — 
thousands  and  thousands  of  acres,  all  covered  with  forests, 
and  there’s  a  big  ’ouse  full  of  servants  ;  but  her  lady — 
but  Miss  Berrington  receives  nobody,  sir.  Not  if  you 
brought  a  letter  from  the  King  of  Hengland,  sir.” 


x 
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a  Ha  !  rather  exclusive,  isn’t  she  ?  ” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

Thanking  the  man,  Steele  turned  away  and  walked 
down  the  Avenue  to  his  hotel,  resolved  to  let  the  Ber- 
ringtons  or  the  Nicholsons  do  their  worst.  He  would 
attempt  no  further  parley  with  any  of  the  gang,  and— 
probably  inspired  by  the  accent  of  the  servitor  in  plush 
— gave  serious  thought  to  the  investing  of  all  his  money 
in  British  Consols,  small  as  was  the  percentage  granted 
by  that  celebrated  security.  He  took  it  for  granted  that 
the  Government  of  Britain  was  probably  free  from  the 
influence  of  the  Berrington  crowd,  and  he  was  rapidly 
coming  to  the  conclusion  that  no  other  sphere  of  human 
activity  was. 

Arriving  at  his  hotel,  he  found  a  telegram  waiting 
for  him.  It  proved  to  be  from  Philip  Manson,  and 
it  ran — 

“  Congratulate  me.  Have  just  been  appointed  presi¬ 
dent  of  the  Wheat  Belt  System.  Important  development. 
Great  opening  here  that  just  suits  you.  Must  see  you 
immediately.  If  you  cannot  come  here,  telegraph  me, 
and  I  will  go  to  New  York.” 

“Ye  gods  !  ”  cried  Steele,  bracing  back  his  shoulders, 
while  the  chronic  look  of  anxiety  vanished  like  mist 
before  the  sun,  “just  at  the  point  when  I  don’t  know 
what  to  do,  here  comes  my  chance.  I’ll  bet  a  farm 
Manson  is  going  to  offer  me  the  vice-presidency  of  the 
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road.  I’ll  take  it  like  a  shot,  and  raise  the  freight  rates 
on  soap  if  Philip  will  let  me.” 

He  seized  a  telegraph  form  and  wrote — 

“  Heartiest  congratulations.  The  right  man  in  right 
place.  You  need  not  come  to  New  York,  as  I  am 
leaving  for  home  to-night.  I  shall  accept  your  opening, 
whatever  it  is.” 

Before  two  days  were  past,  John  Steele  was  closeted 
with  Manson  in  the  president’s  room  of  the  huge  Wheat 
Belt  building.  The  great,  flat  table  in  the  centre 
was  covered  with  broad  maps  taken  from  the  civil 
engineer’s  department,  maps  unknown  to  the  general 
public. 

“  Now,  John,”  said  his  friend,  a  I’m  in  a  position  to 
offer  you  the  absolute  surety  of  doubling,  trebling,  or 
even  quadrupling  your  money.” 

“ Thunder!”  cried  Steele,  in  a  tone  of  disappoint¬ 
ment,  “  I  thought  you  were  going  to  present  me  with 
the  vice-presidency  of  the  road.” 

Manson  glanced  up  at  him  in  surprise. 

“  Would  you  take  it  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“Take  it?  Of  course.  That’s  what  I  thought  I 
was  engaging  to  do  when  I  telegraphed  from  New 
York.” 

“  Why,  no  sooner  said  than  done,  John.  I’d  no 
idea  you  wished  to  get  back  into  the  railway  business. 
I  should  think  a  man  who  can  make  millions  outside 
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wouldn’t  be  content  to  sit  here  at  a  salary  of  ten  or  fifteen 
thousand  a  year.” 

“  I  am  tired  of  making  millions,”  said  Steele. 

“  You  don’t  mean  to  say,”  protested  Manson,  with 
something  like  dismay  in  his  words — “  you  don’t  mean 
to  say  you  won’t  go  in  with  us  ?  I  took  your  telegram  as 
consent,  and  because  I  could  thus  guarantee  the  bringing 
in  of  a  big  capitalist,  I  have  induced  others  to  join  and 
secured  an  extra  slice  for  myself.” 

“  Where  there  are  millions  to  be  made,”  said  Steele, 
dubiously,  “  there  is  always  a  risk,  and  I  had  determined 
not  to  accept  any  more  chances.” 

“  There  is  no  chance  about  this,  John  ;  it  is  a  sure 
thing,  and  the  development  of  it  rests  entirely  in  my 
hands.  You  can  double  your  money  and  pull  out  within 
ten  days  after  I  give  the  word,  and  I’ll  give  the  word 
whenever  you  say  so.” 

“  What’s  your  project,  Mr.  Manson  ?  ” 

“Well,  you  see,  the  Wheat  Belt  Line,  which  has 
been  one  of  the  most  prosperous  roads  in  the  country  for 
some  years  past,  is  going  to  build  a  branch  running  two 
hundred  and  seventy  miles  north-west  until  it  taps  the 
Wisconsin  Pacific.  This  red  line  shows  you  where  the 
road  will  run.  The  Wheat  Belt  Line  has  secured  all 
the  timber  land  on  each  side,  but  the  former  president, 
whose  place  I  have  taken,  and  myself  have  an  option  on 
the  prairie  and  the  stump-lands  where  timber  has  been 
cut.  The  president  resigned  simply  to  give  his  whole 
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time  to  this  land  company,  and  that’s  why  I  am  in  his 
place.  Now,  we  can  get  the  property  at  prairie  value 
just  now  ;  but  the  minute  we  begin  surveying,  up  it  will 
jump.  You  can  trust  me  to  keep  my  word.  If  you  join 
us,  I  shall  give  the  order  for  surveying  the  line  the 
moment  deeds  of  the  land  are  in  our  possession.” 

“  How  much  money  do  you  expect  me  to  put  up, 
Mr.  Manson  ?  ” 

“  You  couldn’t  invest  twenty  millions,  I  suppose  ?  ” 

“Twenty  millions!  Heavens  and  earth,  no!  It 
would  practically  clean  me  out  to  furnish  nine.” 

“I  mentioned  the  bigger  amount  simply  because  I 
am  sure  you  will  double  your  money  within  a  month, 
and  the  more  you  put  in,  the  more  you’re  going  to  take 
out.  You  see,  this  is  not  a  speculation,  but  a  certainty.” 

For  a  few  minutes  Steele  walked  up  and  down  the 
room,  hands  deep  in  his  pockets,  as  was  his  custom,  brow 
wrinkled,  and  head  bent.  At  last  he  said,  with  the  old 
ring  of  decision  in  his  voice — 

“  All  right,  Mr.  Manson,  I’ll  go  in  ;  but  if  I  fail, 
you  must  give  me  the  vice-presidency,  as  a  sort  of  con¬ 
solation  prize.” 

“  I’ll  give  it  to  you  now,”  said  Manson.  “  But  it 
can’t  fail.  I  tell  you  everything  is  in  my  hands.  It  is 
not  as  if  this  were  any  bluff.  The  proposed  line  is  a 
road  that  is  becoming  more  and  more  needed  every  day, 
and  the  land  is  good  for  the  money,  even  if  the  road  were 
never  built.  It’s  as  safe  as  government  bonds.” 
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It  would  be  going  over  ground  already  sufficiently 
covered  to  recount  the  history  of  the  Western  Land 
Syndicate.  Steele  had  resolved  not  to  invest  more  than 
half  his  fortune  ;  but  once  a  man  is  involved  in  an  im¬ 
portant  enterprise,  he  rarely  can  predict  where  he  will 
stop.  A  scheme  grows  and  grows,  and  often  the  financier 
is  compelled  to  involve  himself  more  and  more  deeply 
in  order  to  protect  the  money  already  ventured,  and 
finally  it  becomes  all  or  nothing.  Besides  this,  every 
speculator  is  something  of  the  gambler,  and  once  the 
game  has  begun,  the  betting  fever  has  him  in  its  clutch. 
Before  a  month  was  past,  Steele  had  not  only  paid  over 
every  dollar  he  possessed,  but  had  also  become  deeply 
indebted  to  his  bank.  In  borrowing  from  the  bank  he 
made  his  irretrievable  mistake.  As  the  president  had 
said,  the  land  was  intrinsically  worth  the  money  paid  for 
it  ;  and  if  John  Steele  had  merely  risked  his  own  assets, 
he  might  have  been  penniless  for  ten  years,  but  he  would 
ultimately  have  been  sure  of  getting  back  what  he  paid, 
and  probably  a  good  deal  more.  But  to  borrow  hundreds 
of  thousands  at  sixty  days,  in  the  expectation  that  he 
would  take  profits  enough  to  pay  the  loan  before  that 
time  expired,  was  an  action  he  himself,  in  less  feverish 
moments,  would  have  been  the  first  to  condemn.  He 
felt  the  utmost  confidence  in  his  old  friend  the  new 
president,  and  it  may  be  said  at  once  that  Manson, 
throughout  the  history  of  what  was  known  as  the  Great 
Land  Bubble,  was  perfectly  honest  and  sincere.  He  was 
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merely  a  pawn  on  the  board,  moved  by  an  unseen  force 
of  which  he  knew  nothing. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  day  when  the  final  payment 
on  the  land  was  made,  the  president  of  the  Wheat  Belt 
Line  entered  the  room  of  his  subordinate  with  a  piece 
of  paper  in  his  hand.  His  face  was  white  as  chalk  and 
he  could  not  speak.  He  dropped  into  a  chair,  before 
John  Steele’s  desk,  and  the  latter,  with  a  premonition 
of  what  was  coming,  took  the  paper  from  his  trembling 
hand.  It  was  a  telegram  from  New  York,  and  ran  as 
follows — 

“The  Peter  Berrington  Estate  has  acquired  control 
of  the  Wheat  Belt  System.  The  new  Board  of  Direc¬ 
tors  yesterday  resolved  to  abandon  the  Wisconsin  Pacific 
Branch.  If  the  branch  is  built  at  all,  which  is  doubtful, 
it  will  begin  a  hundred  and  seventy  miles  west  of  the 
point  formerly  selected.  You  will,  therefore,  counter¬ 
mand  at  once  any  instructions  previously  given  regarding 
the  Wisconsin  Pacific  connection.  The  board  also 
refuses  to  ratify  the  nomination  of  John  Steele  as  vice- 
president  of  the  road. — Nicholson.” 

“  Cheer  up  !  ”  said  John,  with  a  laugh  that  sounded 
just  a  trifle  hollow.  “Cheer  up,  old  mand  I  know  all 
about  this,  and  you’re  not  in  the  least  to  blame  !  You 
acted  in  good  faith  throughout.” 

“It’s  horrible,  John,  horrible  !  But  still,  you  know, 
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you  have  the  land,  and  before  long  that  will  realize  all 
you’ve  put  in.” 

“  Yes,  Mr.  Manson,  I’ve  got  the  land  ;  that’s  one 
consolation.” 

But  he  knew  perfectly  well  he  hadn’t.  He  knew 
that  when  the  sixty  days  were  up  the  bank  would  fore¬ 
close,  which  was  exactly  what  happened.  There  were 
practically  no  bidders  for  so  large  a  plot,  and  Nicholson 
purchased  the  property  for  the  exact  amount  owing  to 
the  bank. 

The  ruin  of  John  Steele  was  complete. 


CHAPTER  XVI 


THE  RICHEST  WOMAN  IN  THE  WORLD 

The  clearing  in  the  primeval  forest  had  been  only 
partial,  for  several  tall  trees  were  left  standing  here  and 
there,  grouped  around  a  log-house.  The  house  itself,  to 
a  casual  observer,  resembled  the  dwelling  of  an  ordinary 
pioneer,  except  that  it  was  much  larger  than  any 
residence  a  poor  woodman  ever  erected.  It  was  built  of 
great  pine  logs,  the  ends  roughly  dovetailed  together 
with  a  lumberman’s  axe.  Where  log  lay  on  log,  the 
interstices  were  plastered  with  clay.  A  broad  verandah 
ran  completely  round  the  oblong  building,  a  luxury 
which  the  pioneer  usually  denied  himself.  A  settler 
would  also  have  been  contented  to  cover  his  roof  with 
split  oak  clapboards,  but  here  the  refinement  of  yellow 
pine  shingles  was  used,  which  not  only  kept  out  the 
weather  better  than  the  pioneer’s  economical  device,  but 
caused  the  tone  of  the  broad  roof  to  harmonize  well  with 
the  hue  of  the  bark  on  the  logs  ;  and  as  one  approached 
the  edifice  from  the  forest,  the  whole  structure  standing 
out  against  the  background  of  deep  blue  afforded  by  the 
lake  and  sky,  formed  a  more  pleasing  colour  scheme  than 
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might  have  been  expected  where  contrasts  were  so  vivid 
in  that  translucent  air.  Around  the  large  log-house 
were  grouped  many  other  log-buildings,  with  no  attempt 
at  regulation  and  order.  Each  one  appeared  to  have 
been  put  up  as  needed,  and  these  ranged  from  an  ordinary 
outhouse  or  shed  to  complete  residences.  A  few  hundred 
yards  away  from  the  verandah  of  the  house,  down  a 
sloping  lawn,  lay  sand  of  dazzling  whiteness,  and  along 
these  sands  rippled  the  smallest  waves  of  the  largest  lake 
in  the  world. 

No  such  body  of  fresh  water  as  Lake  Superior  exists 
anywhere  else  on  earth.  The  water  in  bulk  is  blue  ; 
taken  in  detail,  it  is  almost  invisible  ;  and  this  was 
strikingly  illustrated  by  an  adjunct  of  civilization  which 
no  stretch  of  the  imagination  could  attach  to  pioneer 
days.  Anchored  in  the  bay  floated  a  large  white  steam- 
yacht,  with  two  funnels  and  two  slender,  sloping  masts. 
It  seemed  resting,  not  on  the  surface  of  the  lake,  but  in 
mid-air,  for  the  details  of  the  twin  screws,  the  long,  level 
keel,  and  submerged  part  from  prow  to  stern  were  as 
plain  to  the  eye  as  the  upper  works  or  the  funnels  or  the 
masts.  The  waters  of  this  thousand-feet  deep  lake  are 
so  cold  that  any  one  who  drops  overboard  is  given  up  as 
lost.  The  Arctic  chill  of  the  crystal  fluid,  even  in  mid¬ 
summer,  is  so  great  that  it  instantly  paralyzes  effort,  and 
the  man  sinks  never  to  rise  again,  for  the  bodies  of  the 
drowned  remain  for  ever  in  those  depths. 

To  the  south  and  east  and  west,  this  little  oasis  of 
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civilization  was  walled  in  by  the  eternal  forest.  To  the 
north,  blue  lake  and  blue  sky  blended  together.  On  this 
day  in  late  summer  the  place  was  a  paradise  of  solitude. 
The  great  lake,  which  on  occasion  could  raise  a  storm 
that  might  swamp  an  Atlantic  liner,  was  now  placid  and 
on  its  good  behaviour.  The  only  sound  was  the  gentle 
whisper  of  the  leaves  in  the  forest  and  the  impatient 
pawing  of  a  horse,  which  a  groom  held,  saddled,  by  the 
southern  verandah. 

Through  the  open  doorway  there  presently  emerged 
a  young  woman,  in  a  tight-fitting  riding-habit,  so  short 
in  the  skirt  that  it  looked  like  a  walking  dress  rather 
than  a  costume  for  an  equestrienne.  The  girl  seemed 
very  slight,  and  not  as  tall  as  the  average  woman.  In 
spite  of  the  frown  on  her  brow,  the  face  was  redeemed 
from  lack  of  amiability  by  some  indescribable  spiritual 
intellectuality  which  beamed  from  it.  The  whole  figure 
gave  an  impression  of  gloom.  The  hair  was  black  ;  the 
complexion  almost  that  of  an  Italian  woman.  The  eyes 
of  velvet  midnight  could  sparkle  with  dark  anger,  but 
at  times  they  melted  into  a  glance  of  appeal  that  was 
strangely  pathetic,  which  partially  redeemed  the  austerity 
of  the  other  features.  The  costume  was  of  unrelieved 
black,  but  the  attention  of  a  stranger  invariably  returned 
again  and  again  to  the  face,  puzzled  by  it.  It  seemed  to 
stamp  its  owner  as  querulous,  selfish  perhaps,  caring  little 
for  the  feelings  of  others,  yet  nevertheless  there  some¬ 
times  flitted  across  it  an  expression  indicating  true 
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nobility  of  character,  that  seemed  to  account  for  those 
many  deeds  of  kindness  with  which  even  a  critical  world 
credited  the  young  woman. 

She  spoke  with  cutting  sharpness  to  her  groom,  who 
had  not  placed  the  horse  to  please  her.  The  man  did 
his  best,  but  the  animal  was  restive  from  its  long  wait, 
and  with  a  curt  word  of  impatience  at  what  she  called 
the  stupidity  of  the  groom,  the  girl  sprang  with  great 
dexterity  into  her  saddle,  gathered  the  reins  in  her  left 
hand,  and  flecked  the  animal  a  stinging  stroke  on  the 
flank  with  her  whip.  The  horse  snorted  and  reared, 
pawing  the  air,  and  again  the  whip  descended.  Now  he 
tried  to  bolt,  but  she  held  him  firmly,  in  spite  of  her 
apparently  slight  physique,  and  at  last  the  frightened 
horse  stood  there  trembling,  but  mastered. 

“  Shall  I  follow  you,  madam  ?  ”  inquired  the  groom. 

“  Don’t  ask  unnecessary  questions  !  ”  snapped  the 
girl,  scowling  at  him  as  if  she  were  in  half  a  mind  to  hit 
him  as  well  as  the  horse  with  the  whip.  “  If  I  wished 
you  to  follow  me,  I  should  have  told  you  so.” 

The  cringing  groom  raised  his  forefinger  to  the  peak 
of  his  cap  and  slunk  away.  The  horse  would  have 
cantered,  feeling  the  exhilaration  of  the  air  and  the 
delight  of  the  day  in  its  supple  limbs,  but  the  girl 
appeared  to  take  a  grim  pleasure  in  restraining  the 
ardour  of  her  steed  and  forcing  him  to  a  slow  walk. 
The  horsewoman  certainly  rode  well  and  looked  well 
in  the  saddle,  but  her  face  was  marred  by  an  expression 
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of  chronic  discontent,  which  perhaps  had  a  right  to  be 
there,  for  she  was  accounted  the  richest  woman  in  the 
world,  living  what  she  supposed  to  be  the  simple  life. 

Constance  Berrington  was  one  of  those  unhappy 
persons  whose  every  wish  had  been  gratified  almost 
before  it  could  be  expressed.  Slight  as  she  appeared, 
her  health  was  excellent,  and  she  had  never  yet  come 
upon  a  crisis  in  life  which  money  could  not  smooth 
away.  It  would  have  done  her  a  world  of  good  to  be 
compelled  to  earn  her  living  for  a  year,  and  meet  a 
section  of  humanity  she  had  never  yet  encountered, 
who  cared  not  a  rap  whether  she  lived  or  died.  But 
at  this  moment,  when  her  ill-temper  caused  her  to  curb 
the  eager  horse  to  a  slow  walk,  she  was  playing  into  the 
hands  of  the  enemy  in  a  manner  that  would  have  startled 
her  had  she  but  known. 

Parallel  with  her  course,  a  stooping  man  dodged  from 
tree  to  tree.  There  was  something  of  the  stealthiness 
of  the  savage  about  him,  and  he  took  all  the  precautions 
of  a  savage  to  avoid  observation — precautions  that  were 
unnecessary  in  this  case,  for  the  girl  was  absorbed  in 
the  conquering  of  her  horse,  and  the  horse’s  own  hoofs 
in  the  pine  needles  made  noise  enough  to  render 
inaudible  the  footsteps  of  the  pursuer.  For  more  than 
a  mile  the  conscious  hunter  and  the  unconscious  hunted 
kept  their  course.  The  ground  rose  perceptibly  all  the 
way,  but  at  last  became  tolerably  level,  and  then  the 
girl  shook  out  the  reins  and  settled  herself  for  a  gallop. 
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But  at  that  instant,  the  wary  pursuer,  who  day  after 
day  during  the  past  month  had  been  baffled  by  the  speed 
of  the  horse,  sprang  out  from  behind  a  tree  and  seized 
the  bridle  near  the  bit.  The  complexion  of  the  woman 
became  a  shade  less  swarthy  with  the  sudden  fright  of 
this  assault,  and  although  she  did  not  cry  out  or  scream, 
her  inward  panic  was  in  no  way  lessened  by  the  sight 
of  the  countenance  turned  upon  her.  It  was  the  face 
of  one  in  despair,  and  the  fierce,  vengeful  light  of  the 
eyes  betokened  a  mind  perilously  near  to  insanity. 

“  Let  go  my  horse  !  ”  she  said  in  a  low,  tense  voice. 

The  man  tightened  his  grip. 

u  Keep  quiet  !  ”  he  retorted. 

She  raised  her  arm  and  struck  the  animal  with  all 
the  force  at  her  command,  then  with  both  hands  jerked 
the  reins  and  tried  to  ride  down  her  obstructor.  The 
horse  reared  and  for  a  brief  second  lifted  the  man  off 
his  feet  ;  but  he  held  on,  and  horse  and  man  came  to 
the  ground  together. 

“  If  you  try  to  do  a  trick  like  that  again,”  he  cried, 
u  I’ll  throw  both  you  and  the  horse  !  Drop  that  whip  !  ” 

Instead  of  dropping  it  she  raised  it  again,  leaning 
forward  this  time  to  strike  the  man  ;  but  he  sprang 
towards  her,  holding  the  rein  in  his  right  hand,  and 
with  his  left  caught  the  whip  as  it  descended  and 
wrenched  it  rudely  from  her  grasp.  For  a  moment  she 
thought  he  was  about  to  strike  her,  and  her  arm  rose 
waveringly  to  protect  her  face. 
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“  Will  you  keep  still  ?  ”  he  demanded. 

“If  you  want  money,”  she  said  in  the  quiet,  semi- 
contemptuous  tone  with  which  she  would  have  addressed 
a  beggar,  “  you  might  have  the  sense  to  know  that  I 
carry  none  with  me  in  the  forest.” 

“I  want  money,”  he  replied,  “and  I  have  the  sense 
to  know  you  carry  none  with  you.” 

“  Then  how  do  you  expect  to  obtain  it  by  this 
violence  ?  ” 

“That  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  explaining  to 
you  a  little  further  on.” 

She  folded  her  empty  hands  on  her  knee,  now  that 
he  was  possessed  of  both  whip  and  rein. 

“  I  advise  you,  sir,  to  turn  my  horse’s  head  in  the 
other  direction,  and  warn  you  that  you  will  make  less 
by  threats  than  by  trusting  to  my  good  will.” 

“  I  reject  your  advice,  Miss  Berrington.  The  philan¬ 
thropy  of  your  family  is  well-known  and  widely  adver¬ 
tised.  Your  good  deeds  rise  up  and  call  you  blessed  ; 
but  I  am  not  an  object  of  charity,  although  I  may  look 
it.  The  sum  which  I  demand  I  shall  exact  by  coercion.” 

“  Oh,  very  well.  Set  about  it,  then.  Pray  do  not 
allow  me  to  hinder  you  in  the  least.” 

“  Thank  you,  Miss  Berrington  ;  you  shall  not.” 

Placing  the  riding  rein  over  his  arm,  he  turned  his 
back  upon  her  and  led  the  horse  along  the  level  towards 
the  west  for  perhaps  half  a  mile  further  when  he 
deflected  to  the  right  until  they  arrived  at  the  top  of 


320  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

a  high  cliff  overlooking  the  lake.  Neither  had  spoken 
a  word  during  the  journey,  and  Constance  Berrington 
sat  very  rigidly  on  her  led  horse,  like  a  clothed  Lady 
Godiva,  sans  the  beauty.  The  look  of  discontent,  how¬ 
ever,  had  vanished  from  her  face,  and  the  expression 
which  took  its  place  was  not  unpleasing. 

At  the  cliff  her  leader  stopped,  swung  round,  and 
said  gruffly,  “  Get  down  !  ”  without,  however,  making 
any  offer  to  assist  her. 

She  sprang  lightly  from  the  saddle  to  the  ground  and 
stood  there,  as  if  awaiting  further  commands. 

“  Seat  yourself  on  that  log.” 

A  fallen  tree  which  one  of  the  winter  storms  had 
uprooted  lay  with  its  branches  far  out  over  the  chasm. 
The  girl  sat  down  on  the  trunk  as  she  had  been 
directed. 

“I  am  John  Steele,  of  Chicago,”  he  said. 

“That  does  not  interest  me,”  replied  the  young 
woman. 

“  Have  you  ever  heard  the  name  before  ?  ” 

“  No,  and  don’t  wish  to  hear  it  again.” 

“  Six  months  ago  I  was  worth  ten  millions.” 

“That  does  not  interest  me,  either.” 

“You  need  not  reiterate  the  statement,  madam  ;  I 
shall  interest  you  before  I  am  done  with  you.” 

“  I  wish  you  were  not  so  slow  about  it,  then.” 

“  Do  you  know  a  man  named  Nicholson  ?” 

“  Yes.” 


THE  RICHEST  WOMAN  IN  THE  WORLD  321 

“  Nicholson  tried  first  to  ruin  me  and  then  to  murder 
me.” 

The  young  man  paused,  as  if  to  allow  this  startling 
sentence  to  produce  its  effect.  The  young  woman’s  eyes 
were  upon  the  ground,  but  after  a  few  moments  of  silence 
she  glanced  up  at  him  with  a  languid  air  of  indifference, 
and  said — 

“  Is  this  the  interesting  part  ?  Is  any  comment  ex¬ 
pected  of  me  ?  If  so,  I  can  only  say  that  Mr.  Nicholson 
is  usually  successful  in  what  he  attempts,  and  I  deeply 
regret  the  failure  of  his  second  project.  It  would  have 
saved  me  from  a  most  unpleasant  encounter.” 

“  Quite  so,”  said  Steele,  tightening  his  lips.  u  I  am 
glad  you  take  it  that  way.  Nicholson,  as,  of  course,  you 
know,  was  acting  for  the  organization,  which,  I  under¬ 
stand,  contributes  some  fifty  millions  a  year  towards  your 
support.  In  spite  of  your  humane  wish,  he  failed  in  his 
two  attempts,  but  his  third  conspiracy  succeeded.” 

a  Ah  !  you  were  right,  Mr.  Steele,  you  do  interest  me. 
What  did  he  endeavour  to  do  on  the  third  occasion  ? 
Consign  you  to  a  lunatic  asylum  ?  ” 

“No.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  madam,  I  feared  that 
would  come  of  itself.  The  fact  that  I  have  not  gone  mad 
under  the  silent  persecution  I  was  called  upon  to  endure 
leads  me  to  suppose  that  I  shall  hereafter  be  proof  against 
any  malady  of  the  mind.” 

“  I  do  not  in  the  least  doubt  that.  Nothing  can 
damage  a  sanity  already  destroyed.  If  you  are  not  a 
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lunatic,  you  are  worse — a  cowardly  hound  who  dares  to 
offer  violence  to  an  unprotected  woman.” 

Slowly  the  colour  mounted  in  John  Steele’s  pale  face, 
and  a  glint  of  admiration  came  into  his  eyes.  The  little 
woman  was  absolutely  at  his  mercy,  yet  she  said  these 
words  with  perfect  serenity  and  turned  upon  him  a  gaze 
that  was  quite  fearless.  He  noticed  now  for  the  first  time 
the  gloomy  depths  of  those  dark  eyes,  and  thought  how 
much  more  steadfast  and  beautiful  they  were  than  the 
blue  orbs  which  had  crazed  his  brain  on  the  plains. 

“  Not  such  a  coward  as  you  think  me,  madam.  Now 
that  we  are  entirely  free  from  any  chance  of  molestation, 
when  you  must  recognize  your  own  helplessness,  I  beg 
to  assure  you  that  I  shall  treat  you  with  the  utmost 
courtesy,” 

“  Thank  you.  But  let  us  get  to  the  point.  You  are 
John  Steele.  You  were  worth  ten  millions.  Nicholson 
plotted  against  you  and  ruined  you.  Nicholson  is  one 
of  the  combination  in  New  York  from  which  I  draw  my 
money.  In  spite  of  what  you  say,  you  are  too  much  of 
a  coward  to  face  Nicholson  ;  therefore  you  have  en¬ 
deavoured  to  kidnap  me  and  terrorize  me  into  giving 
you  a  cheque  for  ten  million  dollars.  How  near  am 
I  right  ?  ” 

“  You  are  exactly  right,  madam.” 

“  V ery  well.  Although  I  am  no  admirer  of  Mr. 
Nicholson,  nevertheless,  it  is  easy  to  see  why  he  defeated 
you.  A  man  who  takes  so  long  to  reach  the  kernel  of 
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his  business  may  be  all  very  well  in  Chicago,  but  he  has 
no  right  to  pit  himself  against  a  citizen  of  New  York.  I 
refuse  to  give  you  one  penny.” 

“  Don’t  say  ‘  give,’  madam,  I  beg  of  you.  ‘  Restore  ’ 
is  the  word.  As  I  told  you,  I  am  making  no  appeal  to 
the  renowned  philanthropy  of  the  Berringtons.  My  ten 
millions,  although  lost  to  me,  have  gone  into  the  coffers 
of  your  company.  You  have  no  more  right  to  the  money 
than  I  have  to  this  horse.  I  own  that  amount  because  I 
made  it  without  cheating  anybody.  I  made  it  legiti¬ 
mately.  I  demand  it  back.” 

“  I  have  already  refused.  What  is  your  next  move  ?  ” 

“  My  next  move  will  take  some  little  time  to  tell,  and 
you  are  so  impatient  of  my  loquacity  that  I  almost  fear 
to  venture - ” 

“  Oh,  pray  go  on  !  ”  she  cried  wearily. 

“  Does  the  height  make  you  dizzy  ?  I  should  like  to 
have  you  look  over  this  cliff.” 

“  It  doesn’t  make  me  in  the  least  dizzy.  I  know  the 
cliff  very  well,  and  have  been  here  many  times.  There 
are  five  or  six  hundred  feet  of  sheer  precipice,  then  a 
ledge  of  rock,  then  the  lake.” 

“You  have  described  it  admirably,  madam.  Well, 
what  I  shall  do  is  this.  I  possess,  within  a  mile  and  a 
half  of  this  place,  a  log  cabin  not  so  large  or  comfortable 
'  as  your  house.  I  intend  to  take  you  there  and  to  hold 
you  prisoner  until  I  receive  back  what  is  mine.” 

“Mr.  Nicholson  would  have  mapped  out  a  more 
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feasible  plan.  How  long  do  you  think  I  shall  remain 
captive  without  being  found  ?  To-morrow  there  will  be 
a  hue  and  cry  after  me — to-night,  indeed,  if  I  do  not 
return.  I  shall  be  tracked  by  dogs,  or  an  Indian  will  be 
got  and  put  on  the  trail.  Your  scheme  is  absurd,  Mr. 
Steele.” 

“  You  have  forgotten  the  cliff,  madam.  I  shall  lead 
your  horse  to  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  strike  him  with  your 
whip,  and  send  him  over.  He  will  lie  dashed  to  death 
on  the  ledge  six  hundred  feet  below.  The  Indian  or  the 
dog  will  trace  the  horse  to  this  cliff.  It  will  be  naturally 
supposed  that  you  have  been  flung  into  the  waters  of  the 
lake,  which  are  another  six  hundred  feet  deep.  Then 
the  search  will  end,  madam.  Lake  Superior  never  gives 
up  its  dead,  and  to  dredge  at  that  depth  is  impossible.” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon,”  she  said  ;  “  your  plan  is  better 
than  I  thought.  There  is  just  the  risk  that  the  horse, 
poor  creature,  may  bound  from  the  ledge  into  the  lake, 
and  in  that  case  the  search  would  not  end  at  the  cliff.” 

Saying  this,  she  rose  and  walked  bravely  to  the  very 
brink,  looking  over. 

“Don’t  go  so  near!”  cried  John  Steele,  taking  a 
step  towards  her. 

She  paid  no  heed  to  him,  and  for  a  moment  he  held 
his  breath  in  alarm  as  she  walked  along  the  extreme 
edge  of  the  precipice.  Then  she  turned  listlessly. 

“  Alas  !  ”  she  said,  “  the  ledge  is  quite  wide  enough 
for  your  purpose.” 
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“  Oh,  I  have  planned  it  all  out,”  replied  John,  relief 
coming  to  his  voice  as  she  turned  away  from  danger  with 
her  head  lowered  as  if  in  deep  thought. 

Then  she  took  him  entirely  unawares.  With  a 
spring  forward  like  that  of  a  lynx,  she  jerked  the  reins 
from  his  unprepared  hand.  Striking  the  horse  sharply 
with  the  loose  leather,  making  him  snort  and  shy  with 
fear,  she  then  smote  him  with  her  open  palms  on  the 
flank,  and  away  he  galloped  in  a  panic  of  fright.  The 
face  she  turned  to  the  astonished  man  seemed  transformed. 
The  black  eyes  danced  with  delight.  She  sank  to  the 
log  again,  shaking  with  laughter. 

“  Oh  !  I  was  wrong,  Mr.  Steele,  when  I  said  you 
didn’t  interest  me  !  You  do,  you  do  !  I  have  never 
met  so  interesting  a  man  before.  In  twenty  minutes,  or 
thereabouts,  the  riderless  horse  will  gallop  into  my  court¬ 
yard.  Now,  Mr.  John  Steele,  of  Chicago,  what  is  the 
next  move  ?  ” 

“  Well,  logically,”  said  John  Steele,  unable  to  repress 
a  smile,  grave  as  was  his  situation  and  quick  his  recog¬ 
nition  of  its  seriousness,  “  logically  the  next  move  should 
be  for  me  to  throw  you  over  the  cliff.” 

“  No,  that  wouldn’t  be  logical.  It  seems,  to  the  poor 
reason  that  a  woman  possesses,  Mr.  Nicholson  is  the  man 
who  should  be  thrown  over.” 

u  I  am  rather  inclined  to  agree  with  you,  Miss  Ber- 
rington  ;  but,  alas  !  Nicholson  is  in  New  York,  and  you 
are  the  only  member  of  the  company  now  in  my  power.” 
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“  Are  you  quite  sure  I  am  in  your  power  ?  ”  she 
asked,  looking  up  at  him. 

“  Frankly,  I’m  inclined  to  doubt  it.” 

“  I  haven’t  laughed  for  years,”  she  said,  “  not  since  I 
was  a  girl.” 

“  Oh,  you’re  nothing  more  than  a  girl  now.” 

“  I’m  afraid  I  act  like  it,”  she  replied,  flushing 
slightly,  and  that  evidently  not  from  displeasure.  “You 
are  mistaken  about  Mr.  Nicholson  being  in  New  York. 
Did  you  see  that  white  yacht  in  front  of  my  house  r  ” 

“  Yes.” 

“Well,  it  belongs  to  Mr.  Nicholson.” 

“  Is  he  your  guest  ?  ”  asked  John,  the  light  of  battle 
coming  into  his  eyes. 

“  No,  he  is  in  Duluth.  He  went  there  a  few  days 
ago  in  his  yacht,  and  sent  the  vessel  back,  in  case  I 
should  wish  a  sail  on  the  lake.  Shall  I  arrange  a  meeting 
between  you  ?  ” 

“  I  suppose  you  will  not  credit  me,  Miss  Berrington, 
when  I  tell  you  that  I  do  not  wish  to  meet  Mr. 
Nicholson,  and  it  is  not  cowardice  which  keeps  me  from 
the  encounter.  If  I  met  him,  I  should  kill  him  ;  then 
the  law  would  hang  me,  and  I  have  no  desire  to  be 
executed.” 

“Oh,  you  are  quite  safe  in  Michigan,”  said  the  girl, 
encouragingly  ;  “  there  is  no  capital  punishment  in  this 
State.” 

“  I  had  forgotten  about  that,  if  I  ever  knew  it.  You 
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see,  I  live  in  Illinois,  and  Nicholson  lives  in  New  York. 
In  the  one  State  they  hang,  and  in  the  other  they 
electrocute.  It  may  be  weak  in  me,  but  I  shrink  from 
either  of  those  ordeals,  much  as  I  detest  Nicholson.” 

The  girl  rose  to  her  feet,  put  up  both  hands  to  her 
hair,  and  arranged  the  black  tresses  that  had  gone  astray. 

“  How  long  have  you  possessed  your  log  cabin, 
Mr.  Steele  ?  ” 

“  About  two  months.  One  month  I  have  spent 
round  your  house  watching  for  you  ;  but  you  have 
always  left  on  a  canter,  or  else  that  confounded  groom 
of  yours  was  following  you,  and  I  didn’t  want  to  hurt 
him.  In  truth,  I  didn’t  wish  to  hurt  anybody.” 

“  Poor  man  !  have  you  been  lingering  in  the  forest 
all  that  time  ?  No  wonder  you  look  like  an  escaped 
convict.” 

“  Do  I  ?  ”  asked  John,  in  alarm,  glancing  down  at  his 
ragged  garments.  “  I  suppose  I  do.  Since  I  came  into 
the  forest  I  have  paid  no  attention  to  my  personal 
appearance.  Pray  accept  my  apologies.” 

“Oh,  don’t  mention  it.  I  imagine  you  didn’t  expect 
to  meet  a  lady.” 

“  Well,  I’ve  been  frustrated  so  often  that  I  suppose  I 
did  not.” 

“You  are,  then,  my  nearest  neighbour?  By  the 
rights  of  etiquette  I  should  have  made  the  first  call, 
being  the  older  resident.  I  think,  however,  Mr.  Steele, 
that  your  methods  of  teaching  me  politeness  to  a 
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new-comer  were  somewhat  rough.  So,  if  you  will  excuse 
me,  I  shall  not  go  with  you  to  your  log-cabin  this 
evening.  It  is  getting  late  ;  see  how  low  the  sun  has 
sunk,  and  how  gloriously  he  lights  up  the  lake.” 

“Yes,”  said  Steele,  dolefully,  “  it  reminds  me  of  the 
copper  situation  here.” 

“  It  is  copper  that  brings  Mr.  Nicholson  to  this 
district,”  she  replied  brightly,  “  although  I  suppose  I 
should  not  tell  that  to  an  opposing  speculator.” 

“  Oh,  damn  Nicholson  !  ”  cried  John,  hastily  ;  then  : 
“  Really,  I  beg  your  pardon,  madam.  I  have  been 
a  savage  these  two  months  past,  as  you  very  rightly 
remarked.” 

“  I  was  going  to  say,”  she  went  on,  “  that  if  you  will 
waive  etiquette  and  come  and  dine  with  me  to-night,  I 
shall  be  very  glad  of  your  company.” 

“  Ah,  Miss  Berrington,  that  is  heaping  coals  of  fire 
on  this  touzled  head  of  mine.  I  could  not  venture  into 
a  civilized  household  in  these  rags.  I  am  sure  you  will 
excuse  me.” 

“  Indeed  I  shall  not.  I  make  a  bold  appeal  to  your 
gallantry.  I  do  not  know  my  way  ;  I  am  certain  to  get 
lost  in  the  forest.  You  see,  my  horse  has  always  been 
my  guide,  and,  entirely  through  your  fault,  my  horse  is 
no  longer  here  to  lead  me  through  the  woods,  so  please 
be  my  pathfinder.” 

a  Certainly,  certainly,  I’ll  lead  you  to  the  gates,  but 
don’t  ask  me  to  come  in.  I’m  very  much  ashamed  of 
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myself,  and  I  assure  you  that  if  your  horse  were  here,  I 
should  help  you  to  mount,  and  allow  you  to  depart 
unscathed.” 

u  You  didn’t  help  me  to  dismount,”  said  the  girl, 
glancing  at  him  with  eyes  brimful  of  mischief,  and 
laughing  again. 

With  something  of  his  old-time  heartiness,  Jack 
laughed  at  her  readiness  of  repartee. 

uYou  should  not  hold  that  against  me.  We  were 
not  acquainted  then.  It  seems  years  ago,  instead  of 
minutes.  I  think  if  you  and  I  had  met  when  I  first 
called  on  you,  my  later  troubles  would  all  have  been 
averted.” 

“  Oh,  they  did  not  tell  me  you  had  called.” 

“  My  visit  was  to  your  palace  on  Fifth  Avenue, 
where  I  was  received  by  a  gorgeous  individual  with  a 
Cockney  accent,  whose  knowledge  of  geography  was 
such  that  he  supposed  Lake  Saratoga  and  Lake  Superior 
were  neighbours  and  about  of  a  size.” 

“Really?  You  met  Fletcher  then  ?  Poor  man,  he 
is  quite  lost  now,  for  I  have  him  here  with  me  in  the 
woods.  Nicholson  brought  him  in  the  yacht.  I  rather 
suspect  that  the  quiet  Mr.  Nicholson  wishes  to  acquire  this 
man’s  services ;  but,  thank  goodness,  I  can  always  outbid 
him,  and  Fletcher  is  peculiarly  susceptible  to  the  charms 
of  money.” 

u  Fletcher  seems  to  be  in  demand,  then  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  he  is  most  useful,  but  I  fancy—  which  is  a 
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word  he  is  very  fond  of — that  he  is  very  unhappy,  for 
I  have  compelled  him  to  abandon  the  gorgeous  raiment 
you  mentioned  and  dress  as  a  northern  farmer.  I  fear 
I  shall  need  to  restore  his  plumage,  for  he  seems  to  think 
he  has  lost  caste  entirely.  I  am  unable  to  convince  him 
that  he  has  gained  it  ;  but  perhaps  when  he  sees  you  in 
such  raiment,  and  learns  you  were  worth  ten  millions  six 
months  ago,  he  will  be  reconciled.” 

They  were  walking  homeward  through  the  forest, 
but  at  this  remark  John  stopped,  and  said  ruefully — 

“  Look  here,  Miss  Berrington,  if  you  are  merely 
taking  me  with  you  to  show  Fletcher  how  badly  a  man 
may  be  costumed,  I  shall  at  once  return  to  my  cabin, 
for  I  have  another  suit  there.  I  think  that  allusion  to 
my  clothes  was  most  unkind,  just  as  I  was  trying  to 
forget  them.” 

“  Indeed  I  am  going  to  turn  you  over  to  Fletcher, 
who  will  see  that  you  are  clothed,  now  that  you  are  in 
your  right  mind.  I  think  this  is  the  spot  where  I  first 
had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  you,  Mr.  Steele.” 

“  Now,  that’s  another  subject  you  are  not  to  refer  to.” 

“  Dear  me,  I  must  get  you  to  write  out  a  list  of 
them.”  And  the  sprightly  little  woman  looked  up  at 
him  with  merriment  sparkling  in  her  fine  eyes.  No 
one  would  have  recognized  her  as  the  Tartar  who  a 
short  time  before  had  browbeaten  her  servant  and  lashed 
her  horse. 

A  cry  rang  out  through  the  forest. 
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“They  are  looking  for  me,”  she  said.  “Answer 
the  call.” 

John  Steele  lifted  up  his  voice  and  gave  utterance  to 
a  piercing  scream  that  rent  the  silence  like  the  soul¬ 
scattering  screech  of  a  locomotive. 

“  Bless  us  and  keep  us  !  ”  cried  Constance  Berring- 
ton,  covering  her  small  ears  with  her  small  hands.  “  Is 
that  an  Indian  war-whoop,  that  once  used  to  resound  in 
this  wilderness  ?  ” 

“  No,  it’s  the  acme  of  civilization  ;  merely  a  college 
yell.  If  any  of  your  people  are  graduates  of  Chicago 
University  they’ll  recognize  it.” 

The  people  who  were  not  graduates  of  anything, 
except  the  college  of  hard  labour,  hurried  to  meet  them, 
with  anxious  faces. 

“  No,  I  am  not  in  the  least  hurt,”  said  Constance 
Berrington,  quite  composedly.  “  I  was  merely  compelled 
to  dismount  more  rapidly  than  I  usually  do.  Did  the 
horse  get  home  all  right  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  miss.” 

“  Oh,  then  everything  is  as  it  should  be.  Luckily 
this  gentleman  was  near  by,  and  I  came  to  no  harm. 
Fletcher  !  ” 

The  dejected,  crestfallen  man  came  slowly  to  the 
front,  while  she  advanced  a  few  rapid  steps  toward  him, 
gave  him  some  instructions  in  an  undertone,  and  the 
search-party  left  under  his  leadership  for  the  house,  Steele 
and  the  girl  following  them  at  their  leisure. 
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“  How  true  it  is  that  fine  feathers  make  fine  birds  !  ” 
said  John.  “  I  should  never  have  recognized  Fletcher, 
whom  I  once  took  to  be  the  finest  specimen  of  our  race.” 

u  It’s  a  poor  rule  that  doesn’t  work  both  ways,” 
laughed  the  girl.  “  Did  you  notice  that  Fletcher  failed 
to  recognize  you  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  I  will  go  back  and  get  that  other  suit  !  ”  cried 
John,  coming  to  a  standstill.  “  Don’t  wait  dinner  for 
me.” 

“  Nonsense  !  ”  she  said,  letting  her  hand  rest  for  one 
brief  moment  on  his  arm.  “  I  didn’t  think  men  were 
so  vain.” 

“I’m  afraid  you  don’t  know  much  about  them,  Miss 
Berrington.” 

“  I  didn’t  until  to-day.  I’ve  had  my  eyes  opened.” 

“  Well,  I  must  make  one  proviso.  You  are  to 
return  my  visit.” 

“Will  you  wear  the  other  suit,  then  ?” 

u  Yes,  I  will  ;  and  besides  that,  I  have  a  negro  cook 
who  can  prepare  a  meal  that  will  surprise  you,  in  our 
neck  of  the  woods.” 

“  A  negro  cook  ?  Dear  me,  I  thought  you  were 
ruined  !  ” 

“  Oh,  well,  in  a  manner  of  speaking,  so  I  am,  now 
you  mention  it  ;  but  still,  let  us  live  by  the  way,  you 
know.” 

When  they  reached  the  clearing,  Fletcher  was 
awaiting  them  on  the  verandah. 
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“  If  you  will  come  with  me,  sir,”  he  said,  “  I  shall 
take  you  to  the  guest-house.” 

“  Dinner  at  seven.  Fletcher  will  show  you  the  way 
to  the  dining-room.  Until  then,  au  revoir  !  ” 

And  the  girl  disappeared  into  the  log-house,  while 
Fletcher  escorted  Steele  to  a  building  near  by  and  ushered 
him  into  a  sumptuous  bedroom  facing  the  lake.  On  the 
bed  was  laid  out  a  suit  of  evening  clothes,  and  all  that 
pertained  to  it. 

“  I  think  you  will  find  this  about  your  size,  sir.  If 
not,  I  can  get  you  one  larger  or  smaller,  as  you  wish.” 

“  Good  gracious  !  ”  said  Steele,  “  do  you  keep  a 
clothing-store  out  here  in  the  backwoods  ?  ” 

“  Well,  sir,  for  a  country  ’ouse  situated  as  this 
is - ” 

“  So  far  from  London,  eh  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  sir,  we  are  very  well  stocked,  sir.  And  now, 
sir,  if  you’d  like  a  hair-cut,  or  your  beard  trimmed - ” 

“  What  !  do  you  employ  a  barber,  too  ?  Thank 
Heaven  !  ” 

“Well,  sir,  you  see,  I  used  to  be  servant  to  General 
Sir  Grundy  Whitcombe,  of  the  British  Army,  sir,  and 
they  do  be  particular.” 

“  Do  you  mean  to  hint  you  can  shave  me,  Fletcher, 
and  cut  my  hair  ?  ” 

“  Oh  yes,  sir.” 

“  Well  now,  Fletcher,  you  don’t  look  like  an  angel, 
but  that’s  exactly  what  you  are.  I’ll  have  the  beard  cut 
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away  entirely,  but  leave  the  moustache  where  it  is  ;  and 
if  you  give  me  the  hair-crop  of  a  British  general,  why, 
I’ve  nothing  more  to  ask  in  this  life.” 

“  Very  good,  sir,”  consented  the  admirable  Fletcher. 

When  the  task  was  finished,  and  John  looked  at  the 
result  in  the  mirror,  he  absent-mindedly  thrust  his  hand 
into  his  pocket,  but  brought  it  forth  empty.  Fletcher 
was  regarding  him  with  admiration. 

a  By  Jove  !”  cried  the  young  man,  “  I  haven’t  got 
a  sou  markee  on  me  ;  but  I  won’t  forget  you,  Fletcher. 
I’ll  see  you  later,  as  we  say  out  West,  and  you  won’t 
lose  by  it.” 

“  Well,  sir,  I  think  I  remember  you  now,  sir  ;  and 
if  I  may  make  so  bold  as  to  say  it,  sir,  I’m  already  in 
your  debt.  Her  ladyship — I  mean,  Miss  Berrington — 
being  as  she  was  thrown  from  her  horse,  sir,  and  you 
’andy  to  ’elp  ’er,  you  got  the  right  kind  of  introduction, 
after  all,  sir.” 

“  Ah,  Fletcher,  it  seems  like  it,  doesn’t  it  ?  ” 


CHAPTER  XVII 


TO  THE  SOUND  OF  THE  SILVER  CHIME 


A  great  deal  of  nonsense  has  been  written  about  the 
inartistic  qualities  of  the  modern  man’s  evening  clothes. 
The  truth  is  that  no  other  costume  so  befits  a  stalwart, 
good-looking  young  man.  It  is  in  plain  black  and  white, 
and  affects  none  of  the  effeminacy  of  lace  and  ruffles  and 
colour  which  made  a  fop  of  the  dandy  centuries  ago. 
There  is  a  manly  dignity  about  dinner-dress  which  nothing 
else  can  give,  except  perhaps  a  suit  of  armour,  but  armour, 
unless  it  be  chain  mail,  develops  inconveniences  at  table. 

When  Miss  Berrington  entered  the  dining-room,  and 
found  her  guest  standing  by  the  huge  open  log-fire, 
awaiting  her,  she  stopped  still  for  a  moment  in  amaze¬ 
ment,  and  then  an  expression  of  unqualified  admiration 
came  over  her  ever-changing  face. 

u  Why — why - ”  she  hesitated,  as  he  came  eagerly 

forward  with  a  smile  to  meet  her — u  is  this  really  Mr. 
Steele  ?  ” 

“  It  is  Fletcher’s  Mr.  Steele,  madam.  You  have 
tamed  the  bear,  Miss  Berrington,  and  Fletcher  has 
groomed  him,  that’s  all.” 
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“  I  remember,  Mr.  Steele,  that  you  interdicted  the 
topic  of  costume  ;  but  may  I  be  permitted  the  vanity  of  con¬ 
gratulating  Fletcher  and  myself  on  our  collaboration  ?  ” 

John  laughed  as  he  led  her  to  the  head  of  the  table. 

“  In  my  youth  I  read  once  of  an  enchanted  land, 
presided  over  by  a  fairy  princess  so  gracious  and  so  good 
that  when  outside  barbarians  wandered  into  her  realm, 
they  became  what  we  would  call  civilized  ;  but  I  never 
knew  this  land  and  this  princess  existed  until  to-day.” 

In  the  soft  glow  of  the  shaded  candles  the  expressive 
face  of  the  girl  seemed  almost  handsome.  She  wore  no 
jewels,  but  even  the  young  man’s  uncritical  eye  could 
not  mistake  the  richness  and  exquisite  design  of  her 
evening  gown,  which  indicated  that  if  this  young  woman 
shunned  society,  she  had  nevertheless  chosen  an  artist  for 
her  dressmaker. 

The  dinner  was  so  excellent  that  Steele  regretted  he 
had  mentioned  his  negro  cook.  White  fish  from  the  icy 
waters  of  Lake  Superior  is  unequalled  by  anything  that 
swims,  unless  it  be  the  brook-trout  which  the  northern 
streams  that  enter  Lake  Superior  produce.  Wild  turkey 
of  the  Michigan  woods  is  world-renowned  as  the  choicest 
of  game. 

Although  Steele’s  hostess  drank  nothing  but  cold  spring 
water,  an  ancient  and  renowned  vintage  sparkled  at  his 
right  hand.  It  is  little  wonder  that  Jack,  healthily  hungry, 
was  brilliant  that  evening  as  even  he  had  never  been 
before,  and  this  poor,  rich  girl  who  listened,  delighted 
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and  amazed,  began  to  wonder  if,  after  all,  she  had  not 
missed  a  good  deal  in  life  by  flouting  smart  society  which 
she  considered  frivolous. 

After  dinner,  Constance  Berrington  put  a  shawl  over 
her  shoulders  and  asked  her  guest  if  he  would  come  out¬ 
side  and  see  the  lake  glittering  in  the  moonlight.  On 
the  verandah  he  found  the  unique  arrangement  of  an  out- 
of-doors  fireplace  facing  the  platform,  and  in  its  depths 
roared  a  hickory  fire,  which  burns  with  a  flame  bright  as 
electric  light,  and  leaves  an  ash  white  as  flour.  Two 
screens  of  sailcloth  drawn  like  curtains  along  the  roof  of 
the  verandah  partially  fenced  in  this  snug  spot,  leaving  it 
open  only  towards  the  lake.  The  pale  yacht  lay  like  a 
liner’s  ghost  on  the  silver  sea,  bathed  in  the  light  of  the 
moon,  and  now  and  then  the  phantom  ship  gave  forth 
melodious  sounds  as  it  chimed  the  hours  in  nautical  fashion, 
the  peal  sweetly  mellowed  by  the  intervening  water.  John 
laughed  in  boyish  glee  to  find  himself  in  such  a  Paradise. 

“  I  never  saw  anything  so  beautiful,”  he  said  ;  “  nor 
have  I  ever  known  so  ambitious  a  fireplace,  trying  to 
warm  all  outdoors.” 

Two  rocking-chairs  awaited  them,  and  between  these 
chairs  stood  a  round  table,  on  which  the  silent  servant 
placed  coffee  and  liqueurs.  The  hickory  fire  kindled  a 
gleam  of  ineffable  satisfaction  in  the  young  man’s  eyes 
when  a  box  of  prime  cigars  was  placed  before  him. 

“  May  I  really  smoke  ?  ”  he  asked,  taking  one  between 
his  fingers. 
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u  I  believe  that  is  what  they  are  for,”  replied  the  girl, 
with  a  smile,  rocking  gently  to  and  fro.  Then,  when 
they  were  alone,  she  said  seriously — 

“  Mr.  Steele,  I  want  you  to  tell  me  the  particulars 
of  the  conspiracies  you  referred  to,  that  proved  so  dis¬ 
astrous  to  you.” 

“  Dear  princess,”  he  answered  earnestly,  “  do  you 
think  I  am  going  to  talk  finance  in  the  land  of  enchant¬ 
ment  ?  Not  likely.  Do  monetary  centres  exist  in  the 
world  ?  I  don’t  believe  it.  Are  people  struggling 
anywhere  to  defeat  one  another  ?  This  silver  silence 
denies  it.” 

a  But  the  silence  is  not  going  to  deny  me,”  she  per¬ 
sisted.  “  I  must  know.  You  said  I  was  responsible.” 

“  I  said  such  a  thing  ?  Never  !  That  is  a  mistake 
in  identity.  You  are  thinking  of  the  barbarian  whom 
you  quite  justly  tried  to  ride  down  in  the  forest.  He 
said  many  stupid  and  false  things,  for  which  I  refuse  to 
assume  responsibility.  Reluctantly  I  admit  that  that 
barbarian  was  my  ancestor,  but  a  thousand  years  have 
passed  since  he  lived,  and  I  say  the  race  has  improved.” 

He  blew  a  whiff  of  smoke  into  the  still  air  and,  watch¬ 
ing  it  waft  upward,  murmured  softly — 

“  And  yet  those  wretched  comic  papers  say  a  woman 
cannot  choose  cigars.” 

“  I  am  glad  they  are  good.  It  was  not  I  who  selected 
them,  but  Mr.  Nicholson.” 

If  some  of  the  icy  water  of  Lake  Superior  had 
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unexpectedly  dropped  upon  him,  he  could  not  have 
appeared  more  startled  than  at  the  mention  of  this  name. 

“Ye  gods  !  ”  he  whispered  huskily,  “  I  had  forgotten 
that  man  existed  !  For  years  he  has  never  been  out  of 
my  mind  before.” 

The  girl’s  eloquent  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him. 

“The  smoke  has  disappeared  into  the  blue,”  she  said, 
“  but  that  name  has  brought  you  to  earth  again.  Now 
tell  me  what  he  did.” 

“  Miss  Berrington,”  he  said  solemnly,  “  you  are  no 
more  responsible  for  what  Nicholson  did,  than  I  am  for  the 
actions  of  the  savage  who  seized  your  horse.  Let  me  forget 
again  that  either  the  white  Indian  or  the  savage  ever  lived.” 

“  No,”  she  persisted,  a  you  must  tell  me.” 

And  so  he  told  her,  sometimes  puffing  at  his  cigar 
like  a  steam-engine,  again  almost  allowing  it  to  go  out. 
The  narration  was  vivid,  but  possibly  it  might  have  been 
more  interesting  if  he  had  not  substituted  the  father  for 
the  daughter  in  the  case  of  Miss  Alice  Fuller.  When 
the  recital  was  finished  the  girl  shivered  a  little ;  and 
seeing  he  noticed  it  she  said — 

“  I  think  it  is  getting  cold,  in  spite  of  our  fire.  And 
now  I  shall  bid  you  <  good  night.’  I  must  thank  you 
for  the  most  interesting  day  and  evening  I  ever  spent  in 
my  life.  Good  night,  and  I  hope  you  will  not  dream  of 
Mr.  Nicholson.” 

He  rose  and  took  the  hand  she  offered,  raising  it 
before  she  was  aware,  to  his  lips. 


340  THE  SPECULATIONS  OF  JOHN  STEELE 

“  Princess,”  he  said,  “  I  know  of  whom  I  shall  dream.” 

She  laughed  a  little  and  was  gone. 

When  the  maid  had  girded  round  her  the  soft  and 
trailing  dressing-gown,  bidding  her  mistress  “  Good¬ 
night,”  Constance  Berrington  opened  the  window,  knelt 
down  before  it,  placed  her  elbows  on  the  low  sill,  with 
her  chin  on  her  open  palms,  and  remained  thus  gazing  at 
the  moonlit  lake.  The  ship  of  mist  tolled  the  unheeded 
hours  as  on  a  silver  chime.  At  last,  with  a  sigh  that 
seemed  to  end  in  a  sob,  she  murmured — 

“  Oh,  how  beautiful  the  world  is,  and  yet  I  never 
appreciated  it  before  !  ” 

Then  she  closed  her  window. 

The  informative  Fletcher  told  Steele  that  the  break¬ 
fast  hour  was  nine,  and  the  grandfather  clock  was  striking 
as  he  entered  the  dining-room  next  morning.  The 
fragrance  of  the  coffee-urn  was  stimulating  to  a  man 
from  the  keen  outer  air,  and  the  girl  who  presided  over 
it  turned  towards  him  a  smiling  face,  radiant  as  the 
dawn.  Steele  spread  out  his  arms. 

“  What  do  you  think  of  this  ?  ”  he  cried,  jovial  as  a 
lad  with  a  holiday.  “  This  is  the  other  suit.” 

“  Dear  me  !  ”  replied  Constance  Berrington.  “  How 
came  it  here  ?  ” 

“  I  was  up  this  morning  before  five,  donned  my  rags, 
tramped  to  my  hut,  comforted  my  negro,  who  was  nearly 
white  with  panic  at  my  absence,  put  on  the  other  suit, 
and  here  I  am.” 
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“  Well,  if  you  do  not  enjoy  your  breakfast  after  that, 
I  shall  admit  my  cook  inferior  to  your  negro.  Why 
didn’t  you  take  one  of  the  horses  ?  ” 

“  Never  thought  of  it.  I  seemed  to  be  walking  in 
mid-air.” 

“  Then  come  down  to  earth,  and  buckwheat  pan¬ 
cakes  and  maple  syrup.  Do  you  prefer  tea  or 
coffee  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  coffee,  of  course.  The  aroma  excels  all  the 
perfumes  of  Araby.” 

The  breakfast  was  even  more  intimate  and  delightful 
than  the  dinner  had  been.  Daylight  had  not  removed 
the  glamour  of  the  moon  from  the  land  of  enchantment. 
When  the  meal  was  finished,  Constance  Berrington  rose 
and  said — 

“  Before  you  go,  I  wish  to  show  you  my  library.” 

He  followed  her  into  this  attractive  room,  its  walls 
lined  with  books.  Here  and  there  were  cosy  alcoves  and 
recesses,  with  leather-covered  easy-chairs  that  might  have 
graced  a  metropolitan  club.  A  very  solid  table  of  carved 
oak  occupied  the  centre  of  the  room,  and  beside  this  the 
girl  came  to  a  stand,  while  he  glanced  around  him  in 
admiration. 

“  I  never  had  much  time  for  reading,”  he  said,  “and 
I  do  envy  you  this  room.  My  own  library  is  small, 
consisting  mainly  of  books  by  friends  of  mine  who  kindly 
presented  me  with  some  of  their  writings.” 

“  Then  I  wish  you  to  accept  a  specimen  of  my  works. 
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My  writings  may  not  be  very  literary,  but  they  are  concise 
and  to  the  point.” 

Here  she  placed  a  slip  of  paper  before  him,  and 
glancing  at  it  he  saw  it  was  a  cheque  for  ten  millions. 
Then  he  looked  up  at  her,  a  slow  smile  coming  to  his 
lips,  and  shook  his  head. 

“  Princess,  this  is  for  the  savage,  not  for  me.  The 
savage  is  dead.” 

“  You  are  his  heir,  remember.” 

“  No,  we  are  too  far  removed  from  each  other,  the 
savage  and  I.  Remember  the  centuries  between  us,  and 
less  than  ten  years  outlaws  all  claim.” 

“You  must  accept  it.  It  is  mere  transference,  as 
you  quite  rightly  pointed  out.  It  does  not  belong  to  me, 
but  to  you.” 

The  young  woman  spoke  with  tense  eagerness,  and 
the  former  frown  came  into  her  brow  before  she  had 
finished.  He  picked  up  the  cheque. 

“That’s  right,”  she  said,  with  a  sigh  of  relief ;  but 
the  smile  broadened  on  his  face  as  he  slowly  tore  the 
signature  from  the  cheque  and  placed  her  autograph  in 
his  pocket-book. 

“  Give  me  the  hope  that  this  may  prove  my  return 
ticket  to  Paradise,  and  I  am  satisfied.  Miss  Berrington, 
you  called  me  a  coward  yesterday,  and  you  spoke  the 
truth.  I  was,  but  I  hope  I  am  one  no  longer.  I  am 
young  and  reasonably  ambitious.  The  world  is  before 
me.  I  shall  begin  where  I  began  half  a  dozen  years  ago. 
I  do  not  need  your  money.” 
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“  I  shall  write  you  another  cheque — you  must 
accept  it.” 

“  You  dare  not.” 

“  Why  r  ” 

“  Because  I  am  your  guest,  and  I  forbid  you.  The 
rules  of  hospitality,  madam,  extend  even  to  the  land  of 
enchantment.” 

“  Is  the  guest  so  cruel,  then  ” — there  was  a  pathetic 
quaver  in  her  voice — “as  to  leave  his  hostess  to  brood 
over  this  weight  of  obligation  ?  Will  he  not  thus,  in  the 
only  possible  way,  lift  that  weight  from  her  shoulders  ?  ” 

“  No  !  ”  cried  John,  coming  swiftly  round  the  table 
to  her,  “  I  shall  lift  her  and  the  obligation  together,” 
and,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  picked  her  up  as 
if  she  were  a  child  and  seated  her  on  the  table  before 
him.  “  I’ll  not  accept  your  cheque,  but  I  ask  you  to 
accept  me.” 

For  an  instant  her  eyes  blazed  up  as  if  lighted  from 
within,  then  dulled  again.  She  did  not  in  the  least 
resent  his  boisterous  action,  but  she  shook  her  head  and 
said — 

“  I  shall  never  marry  a  man  who  is  not  in  love  with 
me,  and  I  am  too  insignificant  a  woman  for  any  man  to 
love  me  for  myself.” 

“  Insignificant  !  Magnificent  is  the  word  !  Why, 
Constance  Berrington,  you  are  the  most  beautiful  woman 
I  have  ever  seen.  Your  face  makes  every  other  in  the 
world  insipid.  I’m  not  going  to  try  and  persuade  you 
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that  I  love  you,  because  you  know  it.  You  knew  it  last 
night.  You  saw  it  in  my  eyes,  and  I  saw  the  knowledge 
in  yours.  Curse  the  money  !  I’ll  make  all  the  money 
I  need  if  I  have  you  by  my  side.  What  is  money,  any¬ 
how  ?  I’ve  made  it  and  lost  it,  and  I  can  make  it  again 
and  lose  it  again.  Constance,  let  us  take  that  yacht, 
go  to  Duluth,  and  be  married  before  a  magistrate  for  ten 
dollars,  like  a  lumberman  and  his  girl.” 

She  looked  up  at  him  and  smiled,  then  down  again, 
then  up  once  more,  and  he  kissed  her. 

“Oh,  don’t!”  she  cried.  “There  is  some  one 
coming  !  ” 

A  knock  sounded  at  the  door,  and  Miss  Berrington 
sprang  down  from  the  table. 

“  Your  foot  has  touched  the  electric  bell  that  is  under 
the  carpet,”  she  whispered  quickly,  with  a  nervous 
laugh  ;  then  “  Come  in  !  ”  she  cried,  and  the  servant 
entered. 

Steele  was  turning  the  pages  of  a  magazine  ;  Constance 
Berrington  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  floor. 

“  Did  you  ring,  miss  ?  ” 

“  Yes  ;  tell  the  captain  to  get  the  yacht  ready.  I  am 
going  to  Duluth.” 


THE  END 
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15  Illustrations  by  E.  J.  Sullivan. 

The  Unchanging  East:  A  Visit  to 
the  Farther  Edge  of  the  Mediterranean. 
Cro  vn  Rvo,  cloth,  6s. 

BARRETT  (FRANK),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth,  2s.  6 d.  each. 

The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 

Folly  Morrison. 

Little  Lady  Linton. 

Honest  Davie.  I  Found  Guilty. 
John  Ford;  and  His  Helpmate. 

A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 

Lieut.  Barnabas. 

For  Love  and  Honour. 

Crown  Sto,  cloth,  3 5.  6 d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6 d.  each. 

Fettered  for  Life. 

A  Missing  Witness.  With  S  Illus¬ 
trations  by  W.  H.  Margetson. 

The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 
The  Harding  Scandal. 

A  Prodigal’s  Progress, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each. 

Under  a  Strange  Mask.  With  19 
Illu  trations  by  E.  F.  BREWTNALL. 

Was  She  Justified? 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Lady  Judas. 

The  Error  of  Her  Ways, 


BEACONSFIELD,  LORD.  ByT. 

P.  O’Connor,  M.P.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 


BECHSTEIN  (LUDWIG),  and  the 
Brothers  GRIMM.— As  Pretty  as 

Seven,  and  other  Stories.  With  98 
Illustrations  by  Richter.  Square  Svo, 
cloth,  6s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  7 s.  6 d. 


BENNETT  (ARNOLD),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

Anna  of  the  Five  Towns. 
Leonora.  |  A  Great  Man. 
Teresa  of  Watling  Street.  With  S 

Illustrations  by  Frank  Gillett. 

Tales  of  the  Five  Towns. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel. 
The  Gates  of  Wrath. 


BENNETT  (W.  C.).— Songs  for 

Sailors.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  2 s. 


BEWICK  (THOMAS)  and  His 

Pupils.  By  Austin  Dobson.  With  95 
Illustrations.  Square  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

BIERCE  (AMBROSE).— In  the 

Midst  of  Life.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35. 6d.  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2 s. 


BILL  NYE’S  Comic  History  of 

the  United  States.  With  146  Illusts. 
by  F.  Opper.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 


BINDLOSS  (HAROLD),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

A  Sower  of  Wheat. 

The  Concession-Hunters. 

The  Mistress  of  Bonaventure. 
Daventry’s  Daughter. 


Ainslie’s  Ju-Ju.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  6 d.  :  picture  cloth,  fiat  back,  2s. 

BL^NDELL^  Worthies,  1604  = 

1904.  By  M.  L.  Banks,  M.A.  With  10 
Illustrats.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6 d.  net. 

BOCCACCIO. — The  Decameron. 

With  a  Portrait.  Pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

BODKIN  (Mc.D.,  K.C.),  Booksby. 

Dora  Myrl,  the  Lady  Detective. 

Cr.  Svo,  cl„  35.  61 i. ;  picture  cl.,  flat  back,  2s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 

Shillelagh  and  Shamrock. 
Patsey  the  Omadaun. 


BOURGET  (PAUL).— A  Living 

Lie.  Translated  by  JOHN  De  Villiers., 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  Books  by, 

English  Merchants.  With  32  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

The  Other  Side  of  the  Emin  Pasha 
Expedition.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
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BESANT  (Sir  WALTER)  and 

JAMES  RICE,  Novels  by.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3.?.  6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2 s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

My  Little  Girl. 

With  Karp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  ofi  Vulcan. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

The  Sea, my  Side. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

’Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 

BESAN T  (5  i r  WALTER), 

Novels  by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 
each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2 s. 
each  ;  cloth  limp,  2.?.  6d.  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

Wiith  12  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Captains’  Room,  &c. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair.  With  6  Illus¬ 
trations  bv  Harry  Furniss. 

Dorothy  Forster.  With  Frontispiece. 
Uncle  jack,  and  other  Stories. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
Herr  Paulus. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul’s. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom.  With 
Illusts.  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddy. 
To  Call  Her  Mine,  &c.  With  9  Illus¬ 
trations  by  A.  Forestier. 

The  Holy  Rose,  &c.  With  Frontispiece. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse.  With  12  Illus¬ 
trations  by  F.  Barnard. 

St.  Katherine’s  by  the  Tower. 

With  12  Illustrations  by  C.  Green. 
Verbena  Camellia  Stephanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 

The  Rebel  Queen. 

Beyond  the  Dreams  of  Avarice. 

With  12  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  Hyde. 

In  Deacon’s  Orders,  &c.  With  Frontis. 
The  Revolt  of  Man. 

The  Master  Craftsman. 

The  City  of  Refuge. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  3 5.  6 d.  each. 

A  Fountain  Sealed. 

The  Changeling. 

The  Fourth  Generation. 

The  Orauga  Girl.  With  8  Illustrations 
by  F.  Pegram. 

The  Alabaster  Box. 

The  Lady  of  Lynn.  With  12  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  G.  Demain-Hammond. 

No  Other  Way.  With  12  Illustra* ions 
,  by  C.  D.  Ward  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s.  each 

St.  Katherine’s  by  the  Tower. 
The  Rebel  Queen. _ 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6 d.  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Golden  Eutterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
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BESANT  (Sir  WALTER), 

Novels  by — continued. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6 d.  each. 

The  Orange  Girl. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 

Dorothy  Forster. _ 

Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Editions,  pott 
8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  each  ;  leather, 
gilt  edges,  3 5.  net  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
London. 

Sir  Richard  Whittington. 
Gaspard  de  Coligny. 

Demy  Svo,  cloth.  7 s.  6 d.  each. 
London.  With  125  Illustrations. 
Westminster.  With  Etching  by  F.  S. 
Walker,  and  130  Illustrations. 

South  London.  With  Etching  by  F.  S. 

Walker,  and  118  Illustrations. 

East  London.  With  Etching  by  F.  S. 
Walker,  and  56  Illustrations  by  Phil 
May,  L.  Raven  Hill,  and  J.  Pennell. 
Jerusalem.  By  Walter  Besant  and 
E.  H.  Palmer.  With  Map  and  12  Illusts. 
Crown  Svo,  buckram.  6.9.  each. 

As  We  Are  and  As  We  May  Be. 
Essays  and  Historiettes. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d.  each. 

Fifty  Years  Ago.  With  144  Illusts. 
Gaspard  de  Coligny.  With  a  Portrait. 
Sir  Richard  Whittington. 

The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room 
Plays.  With  50  Illustrations  by  ChrPS 
Hammond,  &c. 

Art  of  Fiction.  Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  1.9. net. 

BOYD. — A  Versailles  Christmas- 

tide.  By  Mary  Stuart  Boyd.  With 
53  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  Boyd.  Fcap.  .jto, 
cloth,  6s. 

BOYLE  (F.),  Works  by.  Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Chronicles  of  No-Man’s  Land. 
Camp  Notes. _ j_ _ Savage  Life. 

B  RAND  (JOHN)  .—Observations 

on  Popular  Antiquities.  With  the 
Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d. 

BREWER’S  (Rev.  Dr.)  Diction- 

aries.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d.  each. 

TheReader’sHandbook  of  Famous 
Names  in  Fiction,  Allusions, 
References,  Proverbs,  Plots, 
Stories,  and  Poems. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles  :  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic. 

BREWSTER  (Sir  DAVID), 

Works  by.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  49.  6 d.  each. 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of  the 
Christian.  With  Plates. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science :  Galileo 
Tycho  Brake,  and  Kepler. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  With 
numerous  Illustrations, 
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BRAYSHAW  (J.  DODSWORTH). 

— Slum  Silhouettes  :  Stories  of  London 
Life.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

BRIG HT  (FLOR E  NC E) .  AG ill 

Capitalist.  Crown  8vo  cloth,  65. 

BRI  LLAT=SAVAR1N.  —  Gastro= 

nomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  Translated  by 
R.  E.  ANDERSON.  Post  8vo,  half- cl.,  2 .s'. 

BRYDEN  (H  A.).— An  Exiled 

Scot.  With  Frontispiece  by  J.  S. 
Crompton,  R.I.  Crown  8vg,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

BRYDGES  (HAROLD).  Uncle 

Sam  at  Home.  With  91  Illustrations. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth 
limn.  2.?.  6 

BUCHANAN  (ROBERT),  Poems 

and  Novels  by. 

The  Complete  Poetical  Works  of 
Robert  Buchanan.  2  Vols.,  crown 
8vo,  buckram,  with  Portrait  Frontispiece 
to  each  volume,  125. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2?.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  11  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  F.  Barnard, 

Lady  Kilpatrick. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Annan  Water.  |  Foxglove  Manor. 
The  New  Abelard.  |  Rachel  Dene. 
Matt:  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 

Woman  and_the  Man. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d.  each. 

Red  and  White  Heather. 
Andromeda. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6 d.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

God  and  the  Man. 


The  Charlatan.  By  Robert Buchanan 
and  Henry  Murray.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
with  Frontispiece  by  T.  H.  Robinson, 
3 s.  (hi. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2 5. 

BURGESS  (GELETT)  and  WILL 

IRWIN.  —  The  Picaroons:  A  San 
Francisco  Night’s  Entertainment. 

Crown  8vo,  doth.  3.?.  6 d. 

B U RTON  (ROBERT).  -  Th  e 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.  Demy8vo, 

cloth,  7 5.  6 d. 

Melancholy  Anatomised.  An 

Abridgment  of  Burton’s  Anatomy. 
Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

CAMERON  (Commander  V. 

LOVETT).  —  The  Cruise  of  the 
‘  Black  Prince  ’  Privateer.  Post  8vo, 
picture  boards,  2 s. 

CAMPBELL  (A.  GODRIC). —  A 

Daughter  of  France.  Cr.  8vo,  cl„  65. 


CAINE  (HALL),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2 s.  each  ;  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6 d.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar. 

The  Deemster. 

Also  Library  Editions  of  the  three  novels, 
crown  8vo,  cloth.  65.  each  ;  Cheap  Popu- 
1  ar  Editions,  medium  Svo, portrait  cover, 
6 d.  each  ;  and  the  FINE  PAPER  EDITION 
of  The  Deemster,  pott  8vo,  cloth, 
gilt  top,  25.net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges, 3?.  net. 

CANADA  (Greater) :  The  Past, 

Present,  and  Future  of  the  Canadian 
North  =  West.  By  E.  B.  Osborn,  B.A. 
With  a  Map.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

CAPTAIN  C0IGNET7  Soldier 

of  the  Empire.  Edited  by  Loredan 
Larchey,  and  Translated  by  Mrs.  Carey. 
With  100  Illusts.  Cr.  8 vo,  cloth,  $*.6d. 

CARLYLE  (THOMAS).— On  the 

Choice  of  Books.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  15. 6 d. 

CARRUTH  (HAYDEN).  —  The 

Adventures  of  Jones.  With  17  Illus¬ 
trations.  Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  15.  ; 
cloth,  is.  6 d. 

CHAMBERS  (ROBERT  W.), 

Stories  of  Paris  Life  by. 

The  King  in  Yellow.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6 d.  ;  fcap.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  25  6 d. 
In  the  Quarter.  Fcap.  8vo.  cloth,  25.  (>d. 

CHAPMAN’S  (GEORGE)  Works. 

Vol.  I..  Plays  Complete,  including  the 
Doubtful  Ones.  —  Vol.  II  ,  Poems  and 
Minor  Translations,  with  Essay  by  A.  C. 
Swinburne, — Vol.  III.,  Translations  of 
the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  Three  Vols., 
crown  Svo.  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 

CH  AUCER  for  Children :  A  Gol¬ 
den  Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 
8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
Crown  4to,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  With  the  Story 
of  his  Times  and  his  Work.  By  Mrs. 
H.  R.  Haweis.  With  Frontispiece. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth.  25.  6 d. 

CHESS,  The  Laws  and  Practice 

of.  With  an  Analysis  of  the  Openings. 
By  Howard  Staunton.  Edited  by 
R.  B.  Wormald.  Crown  Svo.  cloth,  55. 
The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess :  A 
Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the 
Forces  in  obedience  to  Strategic  Principle. 
By  F.  K.  Young  and  E.  C.  Howell. 
Fcap  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6 d. 

The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament. 
The  Authorised  Account  of  the  230  Games 
played  Aug.-Sept.,  1895.  With  Annota¬ 
tions  by  Pillsbury,  Lasker,  Tarrasch, 
Steinitz,  Schiffers,  Teichmann,  Bar- 
deleben,  Blackburne,  Gunsberg, 
Tinsley,  Mason,  and  Albin  ;  Biographi- 
j  cal  Sketches,  and  22  Portraits.  Edited  by 
H.  F.  Cheshire.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  55. 
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CHAPPLE  (J.  M.).— The  Minor 

Chord,  Crown  Svo,  cloth  3s.  6d. 

CLARE  (AUSTIN),  Stories  by. 

For  the  Love  of  a  Lass.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2  s. 

By  the  Rise  of  the  River.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

The  Tideway. 

Randal  of  Randalholme. 

CLIVE  (Mrs.  ARCHER),  Novels 

by.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ;  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

CLODD  (EDWARD).  —  Myths 

and  Dreams.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  6 d. 

COATES  (ANN E). —Rie’s  Diary 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.S.  6 d. 

COBB  AN  (J .  M  A  CLARE  N), 

Novels  by. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.  Post  Svo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

The  Red  Sultan.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3,?.  6 d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Burden  of  Isabel.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

COLLINS  (J.  CHURTON,  M.A.), 

Books  by.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d.  each. 

Illustrations  of  Tennyson. 
Jonathan  Swift. 


COLLINS  (WILKIE),  Novels  by. 

Cr.  Svo,  cl„  3 s.  6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  picture 
boards,  2,s\  each  ;  cl.  limp,  2.?.  6 d.  each. 

Antonina.  |  Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek 

The  Woman  in  White. 

The  Moonstone.  |  Man  and  Wife. 
The  Bead  Secret.  |  After  Dark. 
The  Queen  of  Hearts. 

No  Name  My  Miscellanies. 

Armadale.  Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel’s  Daughter. 

The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science.  |  ‘I  Say  No.’ 
A  Rogue’s  Life. 

The  Lvil  Genius.  |  Little  Novels. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain.  |  Blind  Love. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo,  6 d.  each. 

The  Moonstone. 

The  Woman  in  White. 

Antonina.  |  The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Dead  Secret,  i  No  Name. 

Man  and  Wife  |  Armadale. 

The  Woman  in  White.  Large  Type, 
Fine  paper  Edition.  Pott  Svo,  cloth, 
gilt  top,  2s.  net  :  leather,  g  It  edges,  3.?  net. 
The  Frozen  Deep.  Large  Type 

Edition.  Leap.  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net ; 
leather,  is.  6 d.  net. 


COLLINS  (MORTIMER  and 

FRANCES),  Novels  by.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3 s.  6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2.s\  each, 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

You  Play  me  False. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Yillage  Comedy. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Transmigration. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

Sweet  Anne  Page. 

Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Frances. 

COLMAN’S  (GEORGE)  Humor¬ 
ous  Works:  ‘Broad  Grins,'  ‘My 
Nightgown  and  Slippers,’  &c.  With 
Life  and  Frontis.  Crown  Svo,  cl.,  2s.  6 d. 

COLQUHOUN  (M.  J.). — Every 

inch  a  Soldier.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  6 d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2 s. 

COLT-BREAKING,  Hints  on.  l3y 

W.  M.  Hutchison.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  2s.  6 d. 


COOPER  (E.  H.).— Geoffory 

Hamilton.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d 

CORNISH  (J.  F.). — Sour  Grapes. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6s. 

CORNWi A  LI,-  P  opula  r 

Romances  of  the  West  of  England  : 

The  Drolls,  Traditions,  aud  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  bv  Robert 
Hunt,  F.R.S.  With  two  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  7.?.  6d. 

CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT),  by. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky 
Mountains.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6  d. 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

His  Vanished  Star.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3s.  6 d. 


CRELLIN  (H.  N.). — Romances 

of  the  Old  Seraglio.  With  28  Illusts. 

by  S.  L.  Wood.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d. 


CRESSWELL  (HENRY).  -  A 

Lady  of  Misrule.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 


COMPTON  (HERBERT),  by. 

The  Inimitable  Mrs,  Massing- 
ham.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d, 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

The  Wilful  Way. 

The  Queen  can  do  no  Wrong. 


CROCKETT  (S.  R.)  and  others. — 

Tales  of  our  Coast.  By  S.  R. 

Crockett,  Gilbert  Parker,  Harold 
Frederic,  ‘  Q.,’and  W.  Clark  Russell. 
With  13  Illustrations  by  Frank  BRANG- 
WYN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 


6  CHAT  TO  WIND  US,  PUBLISHERS, 


CRIM  (MATT).— Adventures  of 

a  Fair  Rebel.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

CROKER  (Mrs.  B.  M.),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6 d.  each. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

Proper  Pride. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Diana  Barrington. 

Two  Masters.  |  Interference. 
A  Family  Likeness. 

A  Third  Person.  |  Mr.  Jervis. 
Village  Tales  &  Jungle  Tragedies. 
The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 

Married  or  Single? 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3 5.  6 d.  each. 

Some  One  Else. 

In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry; 

Miss  Balmaine’s  Past. 

Jason.  |  Beyond  the  Pale. 

Terence;  With  6  I  busts,  by  S.  Paget. 
The  Cat’s-paw.  With  12  Illustrations 
by  Fred  Pegram. 

Infatuation.  Crown  8v®,  cloth,  3$.  6 d.  ; 

post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6 d. 

‘  To  Let.’  Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  25. ; 
cloth  limp,  2 s.  6 d. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  bd.  each. 

Diana  Barrington. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 


CRUIKSHANK’S  COMIC  AL= 

MANACK.  Complete  in  Two  Series. 
The  First,  from  1835  to  1843  :  the 
Second,  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering 
of  the  Best  Humour  of  THACKERAY, 
Hood,  Albert  Smith,  &c.  With  nu 
merous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts 
by  Cru iks hank,  Landells,  &c.  Two 
Vais.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  Js.  bd.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank. 
B>  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84  Illus¬ 
trations  and  a  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  35.  bd. 

GUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDON), 

Works  by.  Demy  £vo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 
In  the  Hebrides.  With  24  Illustrations, 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the 
Indian  Plains.  With  42  Illustrations 
Two  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon. 
With  28  Illustrations. 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt. 

CUSSANS  (JOHN  E.).— A  Hand= 

book  of  Heraldry;  including  instruc¬ 
tions  for  Tracing  Pedigrees,  Deciphering 
Ancient  MSS.,  &c.  With  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Colrd .  Plates.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

CYC U NG,  HUMOU RS  OF,  By 

Jerome  K.  Jerome,  H.  G.  Wells,  Barry 
Pain,  Clarence  Rook,  W.Pett  Ridge, 
J.  F.  SULLiyAN,  and  others.  With  Illusts. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  neft. 


DAUDET  (ALPHONSE).  — The 

Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

Translated  by  C.  H.  Mf.LTZER.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth,  3.5  bd.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.  ,2s. 

DAVE N AN T  (FRANCIS).— Hints 
for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of  a 
Profession  for  their  Sons  when 
_ Starting  in  Life.  Crown  8vo,  is.  bd. 

DAVIDSON  (HUGH  COLEMAN). 

—  Mr.  Sadler’s  Daughters.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 

DAVIES  (Dr.  N.  E.  YORKE-), 

Works  by.  Crown  8vo,  15.  each  ;  cloth, 
is.  bd.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims 
and  Surgical  Hints. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother’s  Guide  in 
Health  and  Disease. 

Foods  for  the  Fat :  Dietetic  Cure  of 
Corpulency, Gout,  and  excessive  Leanness. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.  Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 
cloth,  2 s.  bd. 

DAVIES’  (Sir  JOHN)  Complete 

Poetical  Works.  Edited  with  Notes, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8‘0,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 

DEAKIN  (DOROTHEA).  —  The 

Poet  and  the  Pierrot.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  35.  bd. 

DEFOE  ( DANIEL).  —  Robinson 

Crusoe.  With  37  Illusts.  by  George 
Cruikshank.  Large  Type,  Fine  Paper 
Edition.  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2.?.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3 s.  net. 

DE  G  U E R I N  (MAURICE),  The 

Journal  of.  With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.  Translated  by  Jessie  P.  Frotii- 
IXGHAM.  Fcap.  8vo,  half-cloth.  2s.  bd. 

DE  M  A  1ST  RE  (XAVIER).— A 

Journey  Round  my  Room.  Trans¬ 
lated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post  Svo, 
cloth,  2s.  b  i. 

DEMI  LLE  ( J  AMES).  — ASt  range 

Manuscript  found  in  a  Copper 
Cylinder.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  19 
Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  35.  bd.  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  25. 

DEWAR  (T.  R.).  —  A  Ramble 

Round  the  Globe.  With  220  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  Svo.  cloth,  7 s.  bd. 

DE  WINDT  (HARRY). — Through 
the  Gold-Fields  of  Alaska  to 
Bering  Straits.  With  Map  and  33 

Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  6.?. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  The  Life 

of,  as  Revealed  in  his  Writings.  By 

Percy  Fitzgerald,  F.S.A.  With  Por¬ 
traits  and  Facs.mile  Letters.  2  vols., 
demy  Svo,  cloth,  215.  net. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  By 

Alfred  Rimmer.  With  37  illustrations. 
Square  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 
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DICTIONARIES. 

The  Reader’s  Handbook  of 
Famous  Names  in  Fiction, 
Allusions,  References,  Pro¬ 
verbs,  Plots,  Stories, and  Poems. 

By  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles: 

Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL,D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

Familiar  Allusions.  By  William  A. 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth,  7 s.  6 d.  net. 

Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Explanatory 
Notes  by  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  7 5.  6 d. 

The  Slang  Dictionary :  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  6s.  6d. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters,  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

DIL-KE  (Sir  CHARLES,  M.P.u 

—The  British  Empire.  Crown  8vo, 
buckram.  3 5.  6 d.  _ 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  Works  by. 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils. 

With  95  Illusts.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  35.  td. 

Crown  8vo.  buckram,  6s.  each. 

Four  Frenchwomen.  With  Four 
Portraits. 

Eighteenth  Century  Yignettes. 

In  Three  Series,  each  6s. 

A  Paladin  of  Philanthropy,  and 
other  Papers.  With  2  Illustrations. 
Ride-walk  Studies.  With  5  Illusts. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.).— Poetical  In= 

tenuities  and  Eccentricities.  Post 
8vo,  cloth,  2s.  td. 

DOWLING  (RICHARD).  —  Old 

Corcoran’s  Money.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3 s.bd. 

DOYLE  (A.  CONAN).— The  Firm 

of  Girdlestone.  Crown 8vo, cloth,  35. 6 d. 


DRAMATISTS,  THE  OLD. 

Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth,  with  Portraits,  35.  6 d.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson’s  Works.  With  Notes, 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio¬ 
graphical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford. 
Three  Vols. 

.  Chapman’s  Works.  Three  Vols.  Vol. 
I.  contains  the  Plays  complete  ;  Vol.  II„ 
Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Essay  by  A.  C.  Swinburne;  Vol.  III., 
Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
Marlowe’s  Works.  One  Vol. 
Massinger’s  Plays.  From  Gifford's 
Text.  One  Vol. 

DUBLIN  CASTLE  and  Dublin 

Society,  Recollections  of.  By  A 

Native.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


DONOVAN  (DICK),  Detective 

Stories  by.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6 d.  each. 

Riddles  Read.  |  Link  by  Link. 
Caught  at  Last. 

Suspicion  Aroused. 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 

A  Detective’s  Triumphs. 

In  the  Grip  of  the  Law, 

From  Information  Received. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3.?.  6 d.  each. 

The  Records  of  Yincent  Trill, 
of  the'  Detective  Service.  —Also 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

The  Adventures  of  Tyler  Tatlock, 
Private  Detective. 

Deacon  Brodie  ;  or,  Behind  the  Mask. 
Tales  of  Terror.  _ 

Crown  8vo,  cl„  3s.  6 d.  each  ;  picture  cl., 
flat  back,  2s.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrati  d 
boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. 

The  Man-Hunter.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6 d. ;  picture 
cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

Dark  Deeds.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6 d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

The  Chronicles  of  Michael  Dane- 
vitch.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.;  cloth  limp, 
2s,  6 d. 

Wanted  1  Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat 
back,  2s.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6 d. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE, 

Books  by.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7 s.  6 d.  each. 

A  Social  Departure.  With  in 
Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

An  American  Girl  in  London. 

With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

The  Simple  Adventures  of  a 
Memsahib.  With  '.7  Illustrations  by 

F.  H.  Townsend. _ 

Crown  8vo,  clothes,  bd.  each. 

A  Daughter  of  To-Day. 

Yernon’s  Aunt.  With  47  Illustrations 
by  Hal  Hurst. 

DUTT  (ROMESH  C.).— England 

and  India:  Progress  during  One 
Hundred  Years  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

EARLY  ENGLISH  POETS. 

Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Notes, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher’s  (Giles)  Complete 
Poems.  One  Vol. 

Davies’  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  Two  Vols. 
Sidney’s  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE  (Sir  E.  R. 

PEARCE).  —  Zephyru*:  A  Holiday 
in  Brazil  and  on  the  Kiver  Plate.  With 
41  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  5s. 
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EDWARDES  (Mrs.  ANNIE), 

Novels  by. 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
;rs.  6 d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

A  Plaster  Saint.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

EDWARDS  (ELI EZ ER>.  Words, 

Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of 
Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way 
Matters.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

EGERT  ON  (Rev.  J.  C.)7^ 

Sussex  Folk  and  Sussex  Ways. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wage, 
and  Four  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— 

Roxy.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ENGLISHMAN  (An)  in  Paris: 

Recollections  of  Louis  Philippe  and  the 
Empire.  Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6 d. 

ENGLISHMAN’S  HOUSE,  The : 

A  Practical  Guide  for  Selecting  or  Building 
a  House.  By  C.  J.  Richardson.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  534  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

EYES,  Our:  How  to  Preserve 
Them.  By  John  Browning.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  is- 

FAMILIAR  ALLUSIONS  :  Mis¬ 
cellaneous  Information,  including  Cele¬ 
brated  Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces, 
Country  Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  &c. 
By  W.  A.  and  C.  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6i i.  net. 

F  AM  I  LIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS 

of  Great  Men.  By  S.  A.  Bent,  A.M. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7 s.  6 d. 

FARADAY  (MICHAEL),  Works 

by.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  4s.  6 d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a 
Candle :  Lectures  delivered  before  a 
Juvenile  Audience.  Edited  by  William 
Crookes,  F.C.S.  With  numerous  Illusts. 
On  the  Yarious  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each 
other.  Edited  by  William  Crookes, 
F.C.S.  With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON).— War: 

Three  Essays.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

FICTION,  a  Catalogue  of,  with 

Descriptive  Notices  and  Reviews  of  a 
Thousand  Novels,  will  be  sent  free  by 
Chatto  &  Windus  upon  application. 

FIN=BEC.  TheCupboard  Papers: 

The  Art  of  Living  and  Dining.  Post  8vo, 
cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

FI  RE  WORK  M  A  K1  NG,The  Com¬ 
plete  Art  of;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury.  By  THOMAS  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations,  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 


FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  C d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  New  Mistress. 

Witness  to  the  Deed. 

The  Tiger  Lily. 

The  White  Virgin. 


Crowm  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each. 

A  Woman  Worth  Winning. 
Cursed  by  a  Fortune. 

The  Case  of  Ailsa  Gray. 
Commodore  Junk. 

Black  Blood.  |  In  Jeopardy. 
Double  Cunning. 

A  Fluttered  Dovecote. 

King  of  the  Castle. 

The  Master  of  the  Ceremonies. 
The  Story  of  Antony  Grace. 

The  Man  with  a  Shadow. 

One  Maid’s  Mischief. 

This  Man’s  Wife. 

The  Bag  of  Diamonds,  and  Three 
Bits  of  Paste. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

Running  Amok.  |  Black  Shadows. 
The  Cankerworm. 


A  Crimson  Crime.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
6s.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 


FITZGERALD  (PERCY),  by. 

Little  Essays  5  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  LaMS,  Post  Svo, 
cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

Fatal  Zero.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  board*,  2s. 

Post  8 vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Bella  Donna.  |  Polly. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Never  Forgotten. 

The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 


Sir  Henry  Irving.  With  Portrait, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

The  Life  of  Charles  Dickens  as 
Revealed  in  his  Writings.  With 
Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  2  vols.  demy 
Svo,  cloth,  2 is.  net. 


FLAMMARION  (CAMILLE), 

Works  by. 

Popular  Astronomy :  A  General 
Description  of  the  Heavens.  Translated 
bv  J.  Ellard  Gore,  F.R.A.S.  With 
Three  Plates  and  288  Illustrations.- 
Medium  Svo,  cloth,  10s.  6 d. 

Urania:  A  Romance.  With  87  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s. 


FLETCHER’S  (GILES,  B.D.) 

Complete  Poems  :  Christ  s  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ’s  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ’s  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.  With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B. 
GROSART,  D.D.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 


FORBES  (Hon*  Mrs*  WALTER). 

—Dumb.  Crown  8vo  , cloth,  35,  6 d. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE ,  LONDON ,  1F.C  9 


FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3 s.  6d.  each  ;  post  j 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

One  by  One  I  A  Real  Queen. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

Ropes  of  Sand.  With  Illustrations. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Queen  Cophetua.  |  Olympia. 
Romances  of  the  Law. 

King  or  Knave  ? _ 

Jack  Doyle’s  Daughter.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  35.  6d. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  Novels 

by.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each  ; 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Seth’s  Brother’s  Wife. 

The  Lawton  Girl. _ _ 

FRY’S  (HERBER  T)  Royal 

Guide  to  the  London  Charities. 

Edited  by  JOHN  Lane.  Published 
Annually.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

GARDENING  BOOKS.  Posts  vo, 

,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6 d.  each. 

A  Year’s  Work  in  Garden  and 
Greenhouse.  By  George  Glenny. 
Household  Horticulture.  By  Tom 
and  Jane  Jerrold.  Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 

GAULOT  (PAUL),  T$oo ks  by. 

The  Red  Shirts:  A  Tale  of  ‘The 
Terror.’  Translated  by  JOHN  HE  VlL- 
LIERS.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Frontis¬ 
piece  by  Stanley  Wood,  3s.  6d. ;  picture 
cloth,  flat  back,  2 s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Love  and  Lovers  of  the  Past. 

Translated  by  C.  Laroche,  M.A. 

A  Conspiracy  under  the  Terror. 
Translated  by  C.  Laroche,  M.A.  With 
Illustrations  and  Facsimiles. 

G  LNTLEMAN’S  MAGAZINE, 

The.  is.  Monthly.  Contains  Stories, 
Articles  upon  Literature,  Science,  Bio¬ 
graphy,  and  Art,  and  ‘  Table  Talk’  by 
Sylvanus  Urban. 

V'  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years,  S.v.  6d. 
each.  Covers  for  binding,  2 s.  each. 

G  ERARD  (DO  ROTH  E A). — A 

Queen  of  Curds  and  Cream.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 cl. 

GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES. 

Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With 
Introduction  by  John  Reskin,  and  22 
Steel  Plates  after  George  Creiksiiank 
Square  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  edges,  js.  6 d. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  Novels 

by-  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d.  each  ;  I 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2.?.  each. 

Robin  Gray. 

The  Golden  Shaft. 

The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Of  High  Degree. 

Queen  of  the  IVIeadow, 


GIBBON  (CHARLES),  Novels 

by  — continued. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  Will  the  World  Say? 

For  the  King.  |  A  Hard  Knot. 
In  Pastures  Green. 

In  Love  and  War. 

A  Heart’s  Problem. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

Fancy  Free,  |  Loving  a  Dream. 
In  Honour  Bound. 

Heart’s  Delight.  | _ Blood-Money. 

G  I  B  N  E  Y  (SOMERVILLE).  — 

Sentenced  !  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

GILBERT  ( W I LLIAM).  —James 

Duke,  Costermonger.  Post  Svo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2$. 

GILBERT’S  (W.  S.)  Original 

Plays.  In  3  Series,  post  Svo,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  First  Series  contains  :  The  Wicked 
World  —  Pygmalion  and  Galatea  — 
Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  cf 
Truth— Trial  by  Jury — Iolanthe. 

The  Second  Series  contains :  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged  —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen  —  Dan  1  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  ‘Pinafore’ — The  Sorcerer — 
The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

The  Third  Series  contains:  Comedy  and 
Tragedy  —  Foggerty's  Fairy  —  Rosen- 
crantz  and  Guildenstern — Patience — 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado—  Ruddigore 
— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard — The  Gon¬ 
doliers— The  Mountebanks— Utopia. 
Eight  Original  Comic  Operas 
written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert,  Two  Series, 
demy  Svo,  cloth,  2 s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  :  The  Sorcerer 
— H.M.S.  ‘Pinafore’ — The  Pirates  of 
Penzance  —  Iolanthe  —  Patience  —  Prin¬ 
cess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  contains :  The  Gon¬ 
doliers — The  Grand  Duke — The  Yeomen 
of  the  Guard— His  Excellency— Utopia, 
Limited— Ruddigore — The  Mountebanks 
— Haste  to  the  Wedding. 

The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birth¬ 
day  Book:  Quotations  for  Every  Day 
in  the  Year,  selected  from  Plays  by  W  , 
S.  Gilbert,  Compiled  by  A.  Watson. 
Royal  i6mo,  cloth,  2.?.  6 d. 

GISSING  (ALG ERNON),  'Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

A  Secret  of  the  North  Sea. 
Knitters  in  the  Sun. 

The  Wealth  of  Mallerstang. 

An  Angel’s  Portion. 

Baliol  Garth. 

G LE N N Y  (G EO RG EY  —AY ear’s 

Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  the  Management 
of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
Post  8vo,  ix.  ;  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

GODWIN  (WILLI AM).  —  Lives 

of  the  Necromancers.  Post  Svo, 
cloth,  2S. 
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GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3 s.  6 d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2 s.  each. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  With  2  Illustra 

tions  by  Hume  Nisbet, 

The  Fossicker:  A  Romance  of  Mash- 
onaland.  ;Two  Ulusts,  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
A  Fair  Colonist,  With  Frontispiece. 

The  Golden  Rock.  With  Frontispiece 
by  Stanley  Wood.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d. 
Tales  from  the  Yeld.  With  12 

Illustrations  by  M.  Nisbet.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Max  Thornton.  With  8  Illustrations 
by  J.  S.  Crompton,  R.I.  Large  crown 
_ 8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  55.  _ 

GOLD  E  N  TREASURY  of 

Thought,  The :  A  Dictionary  of  Quo¬ 
tations  from  the  Best  Authors.  By 
_ Theodore  Taylor.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3.9.  61 i. 

G OODMAN  (E.  J.)— The  Fate  of 

Herbert  Wayne.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3.?.  6 d. 

GORE  (J.  ELLARD,  F.R.A.S.). 

—The  Stellar  Heavens:  an  Introduc¬ 
tion  to  the  Study  of  the  Stars  and 
Nebulae.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  net. 
Studies  in  Astronomy.  With  8 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

G RACE  (ALFRED  A.).— Tales 

of  a  Dying  Race.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6 d. 

GREEKS  AND  ROMANS,  The 

Life  of  the,  described  from  Antique 
Monuments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illusls.  Demy  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  6 d. 


GREEN  (ANNA  KATHARINE). 

—The  Millionaire  Baby.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  6s. 

G  R  E  E  N  WOO  I)  ( J  AM E  S).  — The 

Prisoner  in  the  Dock.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  3s.  6 d. 

GREY  (Sir  GEORGE).  —  The 

Romance  of  a  Proconsul.  By  James 
Milne.  Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s. 

GrTfF i T H  (C EC  1 L )  —Corinth i a 

Marazion.  Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3.?.  6 d. 

GRIFFITHS  (Major  A.).— No.  99, 

and  Blue  Blood.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
flat  back,  2s. 

GUNTER  (A.  CLAVERING).— A 

Florida  Enchantment.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3.?.  6 d. 

GUTTE N  B E  R G  (VIOLET), 

Novels  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.?.  each. 

Neither  Jew  nor  Greek. 

The  Power  of  the  Palmist. 


GYP.  —  CLOCLO.  Translated  by 

Nora  M.  Statham.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3  s.  6 4. 


HAIR,  The:  Its  Treatment  in 

Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
PiNCUS.  Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

HAKE  (Dr.  T.  GORDON),  Poems 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

New  Symbols. 

Legends  of  the  Morrow. 

The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden  Ecstacy.  Small  4to,  cloth,  8s. 

HALL  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches 

of  Irish  Character.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Cruik- 
SHANK,  MACLISE,  GILBERT,  and  HARVEY. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth,  7 s.  6 d. 

HALL  (OWEN),  Novels  by. 

The  Track  of  a  Storm.  Crown  8vo, 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

Jetsam.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Eureka.  I  Hernando. 

HARTE’S  (BRET)  Collected 

Works.  LIBRARY  EDITION,  in  Ten 
Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Port, 
II.  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp- 
Bohemian  Papers — American 
Legends. 

III.  Tales  of  the  Argovauts— 
Eastern  Sketches. 

„  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

V.  Stories  —  Condensed  Novels. 
)  vi.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II. 

With  Portrait  by  JOHN  Pettie. 
VIII.  Tales  of  Pine  and  Cypress. 

"  IX.  Buckeye  and  Chapparll. 

„  X.  Tales  of  Trail  and  Town. 

Bret  Harte’s  Choice  Works  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Portrait  and  40  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

Bret  Harte’s  Poetical  Works,  in¬ 
cluding  'Some  Later  Verses.’  Crown 
8vo,  buckram,  4.?.  6 d. 

Some  Later  Yerses:  Crown  8vo, 
art  linen,  55. 

In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.  Crown 
8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2 s. 
Condensed  Novels.  (Two  Series  in 
One  Volume.)  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top, 
2s.  net ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

On  the  Old  Trail. 

Under  the  Redwoods. 

From  Sandhill  to  Pine. 

Stories  in  Light  and  Shadow. 
Mr.  Jack  Hamlin’s  Mediation. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6 d.  each  :  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Gabriel  Conroy. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  With  60  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.  With 
59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
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HARTE’S  (BRET)  W  orks— coni. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  3 s.  6 d.  each. 

Susy.  With  2  Illusts.  b-y  J.  A.  Christie. 
The  Bell-Ringer  of  Angel’s,  &c. 

With  39  Illusts.  by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c. 
Clarence  :  A  Story  of  the  American  War. 

With  S  Illustrations  by  A.  Jule  Goodman. 
Barker’s  Luck,  &c.  With  39  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  A.  Forestier.  Paul  Hardy,  &c. 
Devil’s  Ford,  &c.  With  Frontispiece. 
The  Crusade  of  the  ‘Excelsior.’ 

With  Frontis.  byj.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Three  Partners ;  or,  The  Big 
Strike  on  Heavy  Tree  Hill. 
With  8  Illustrations  by  J.  Gulich. 

Tales  of  Trail  and  Town.  With 
Frontispiece  by  G.  P.  Jacomb-Hood. 
Condensed  Novels.  New  Series. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ;  picture  cloth, 
flat  back,  2 s.  each. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and 
Sensation  Novels  Condensed. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle’s  Client. 

A  Prot6g6e  of  Jack  Hamlin’s. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Sally  Dows,  &c.  With  47  Illustrations 
by  W.  D.  Almond  and  others. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illus.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cloth.  2s.  6d.  each. 

Flip.  |  Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 


HALLIDAY  (ANDREW). 

Every=day  Papers.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

HAMILTON  (COSMO),  Stories 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 

The  Glamour  of  the  Impossible. 
Through  a  Keyhole. 

*  The  two  stories  may  also  be  had  bound 
in  one  Volume,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

H  AN  DWRITING,  The  Phi  I  o= 

sophy  of.  With  over  ioo  Facsimiles. 
By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Pos' 
8vo,  half-cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

HANKY- PAN KY:  White  Magic, 

Sleight  of  Hand,  &c.  Edited  by  W. 
H.  CREMER.  With  200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8 vo,  cloth,  4s.  6 d. 

HARDY  (IZA  DLJFFUS),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.?.  each. 

The  Lesser  Evil. 

Man,  Woman,  and  Fate. 

A  Butterfly :  Her  Friends  and 
her  Fortunes. 

HARDY  (Rev.  E.  J.).  —  Love, 

Courtship,  and  Marriage.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3 s.  6 d. 

HARKINS  (E.  F. )  —  The  Scliem = 

ers.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 


HARDY  (THOMAS).  —  Under 

the  G reen wood  T ree.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
3s.  6 d. ;  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth 
limp,  2 s.  6d.  Also  the  Fine  Paper 
Edition,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

:  HAWEIS  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations.  Square 
>  8 vo,  cloth,  6s, 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  With 
p  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustra- 
‘  tions.  Square  8 vo,  cloth,  6s. 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  32  Illustra- 
1  tions.  Post  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  With  the  Story 
of  his  Times  and  his  Work.  With  a 
Frontispiece.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6 d. 
Chaucer  for  Children.  With  8 
Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
Crown  4to,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

HAW E IS  (Rev.  H.  R.).- Ameri = 

can  Humorists:  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
Tames  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus 
Ward,  Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

HAWTHORNE  (J  U  L I  A  N), 

Novels  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 
each;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Garth.  |  Ellice  Quentin. 
Fortune’s  Fool.  |  Dust.  Four  Illusts. 
Beatrix  Randolph.  With  Four  Illusts. 
D.  Poindexter’s  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Miss  Cadogna.  I  Love— or  a  Name. 
Sebastian  Strome.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d  . 

HEALY  (CHRIS),  Books  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

Confessions  of  a  Journalist. 

The  Endless  Heritage. 

Heirs  of  Reuben. 

HECKETHORN  (C.  W.),  Books 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

London  Souvenirs. 

London  Memories:  Social,  His¬ 
torical,  and  Topographical^ 

HELPS  (Sir  ARTHUR),  Books 

by.  P  ost  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6 d.  each, 

Animals  and  their  Masters. 
Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
3s.  6 d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

H  ENDERSON(YsAAC).— Agatha 

Page.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

HENTY  (G.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Rujub,  the  Juggler.  Post  Svo,  cloth 
3s.  6 d.  ;  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Colonel  Thorndyke  s  Secret.  Small 
demy  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5 s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each. 

The  Queen’s  Cup. 

Dorothy's  Double. 
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HERMAN  (HENRY).- A  Leading 

Lady.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  zs.  6 d. 

H  ERTZ KA  (Dr.  THEODOR).— 

FreeJand  :  A  Social  Anticipation. 

Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.  Crown 
8 vo.  cloth,  6s. 

HESS  E=W  AR  T  EG  G  (CHE= 
VAL1ER  ERNST  VON). —Tunis : 
The  Land  and  the  People.  With 
22  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

H  I  LL  (H  E  A  DO  N).— Zambra  the 

Detective.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  6 d. ; 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s.  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HILL  (JOHN),  Works  byT 

Treason-Felony.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  2 s. 

The  Common  Ancestor.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

HINKSON  (H.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Fan  Fitzgerald.  |  Silk  and  Steel. 

HOEY  (Mrs.  CASHEL).  The 

Lover’s  Creed.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 


HOFFMANN  (PROFESSOR).— 

King-  Koko.  A  Magic  Story.  With  25 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  net. 

HOLIDAY,  Where  to  go  for  a. 

By  E.  P.  Sholl,  Sir  H.  Maxwell,  John 
Watson,  Jane  Barlow,  Mary  Lovett 
Cameron,  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  Paul 
Lange,  T.  W.  craham,  J.  H.  Salter, 
Phiebe  Allen,  S.  J.  Beckett,  L.  Rivers 
Vine,  and  C.  F.  Gordon  Cumming. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

HOLMES(OLIVER  WENDELL), 

Books  by. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  c'oth  limp,  2s.  6 d. 
Also  the  Fine  Paper  Edition,  nott  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net.;  leather,  gilt  edges, 
3s.  net.  Another  Edition, post  8vo,  cloth, 2s. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table  and  The  Professor  at  the 
Breakfast-Table.  In  one  vol.,  post 
Svo,  half-cloth,  2s. 

H  00  D’S  (Til  OMAS)  Choice 

Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With 
Life  of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 
Hood’s  Whims  and  Oddities.  With 

85  Illusts.  Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  2s. 

HOPKINsTtig  H E),  Novels  by. 

For  Freedom.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each. 

’Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

The  Incomplete  Adventurer.  . 
The  Nugents  of  Carriconna. 

Nell  Haffenden.  With  8  Illustrations. 


HOOK’S  (THEODORE)  Choice 

Humorous  Works;  including  his  Ludi¬ 
crous  Adventures.  Bons  Mots,  Puns, 
Hoaxes.  With  Life  and  Frontispiece. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  _ 

HORNE  R.  H ENG  1ST). —Orion. 

With  Portrait.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7 s. 

HORNIMAN  (ROY).  —  Bellamy 

the  Magnificent.  Crown  8vo,  cl..  6s. 

HORNUNG  (ETW.),  Novel s  by. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Rope.  Crown 
8vo,  cloih,  3s.  6 d. 

Stingaree.  Crou  n  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

HUGO  (YICTORh  ihe  Outlaw 

of  Iceland.  Translated  by  Sir  Gilbert 
Campbell.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

HUME  (FERGUS),  Novels  by. 

The  Lady  From  Nowhere.  Cr.  Svo, 
cloth.  3s.  6 d.  ;  picture  cloth,  Hat  back,  2s. 
The  Millionaire  Mystery.  Crown 

Svo.  cloth,  3  s.  6 d. 

The  Wheeling  Light.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top.  6s. 

HUNG ERFORD  (Mrs.),,  i No ve I s 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6 d.  each. 

The  Professor’s  Experiment. 
Nora  Creina. 

Lady  Yerner’s  Flight. 

Lady  Patty. 

The  Red-House  Mystery. 

Peter’s  Wife. 

An  Unsatisfactory  Lover. 

April’s  Lady. 

A  Maiden  All  Forlorn. 

The  Three  Graces. 

A  Mental  Struggle. 

Marvel.  |  A  Modern  Circe. 
In  Durance  Yile. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each. 

An  Anxious  Moment. 

A  Point  of  Conscience. 

The  Coming  of  Chloe. _ 1  Lovice. 

HUNT’S  (LEIGH)  Essays:  A 

Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c. 

Ed.  by  E.  Ollier.  Post  cSvo.  half-cl.  2s. 

HUNT  (Mrs.  ALFRED),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2 s.  each. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

That  Other  Person. 

Mrs.  Juliet.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

HUTCHINSON  (W.  M.)  —Hints 

on  Colt=  Breaking.  With  25  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

HYDROPHOBIA:  An  Account  of 
M.  Pasteur's  System.  By  Renaud 
Su/OR,  M.B.  Crown  8vo,  cloth.  6s. 

IDLER  Illustrated  Magazine 

(The),  Edited  by  Robert  Barr.  6 d. 
Monthly.  Bound  Volumes,  5.?.  each  ; 
Cases  for  Binding,  is.  6 d.  each. 
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IMPRESSIONS  (The)  of 

AUREOLE.  Post  8vo,  cloth.  2.?.  6 d. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS'  By  One  of 

Them.  Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  15.  6 d. 

INMAN  (HE  R  BE  R  T)  and 

HARTLEY  A5PDEN.— The  Tear  of 
Kalee.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ilt  top,  65. 

iNTMEMORSAM:  Verses  for  every 
Day.  Selected  by  Lucy  Ridley.  Small 
8vo,  cloth,  2 5,  6 d.  net ;  leather,  35.  6 d.  net. 

INNKEEPER’S  HANDBOOK 

(The)  and  Licensed  Victualler’s 
Manual.  By  J.  Trevor-Davies. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  25. 

I R ISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR, 

Songs  of.  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2 5.  6 d. 

IRVING  (Sir HENRY);  By  Percy 

Fitzgerald.  With  Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  15.  6 d. _ 

JAMES  (C.  T.  C.).— A  Romance  of 

the  Queen’s  Hounds.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  15.  6 d. _ _____ 

JAM ESON  (WILLIAM).— My 

Dead  Self.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6 d. 

JAPP  (Div  A.  H.).  Dramatic 

Pictures.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  55. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  by. 

The  Open  Air.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  25.  6d. 
Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott 
8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  25.  net  ;  leather,  gilt 
edges,  35.  net. 

Nature  near  London.  Crown  8vo, 
buckram,  65. :  post  8vo,  cl.,  25.  6 d.  •  Large 
Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott  8vo,  cl., 
gilt  top,  25.  net ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  35.net. 
The  Life  of  the  Fields.  Post  8vo, 
cloth,  25. 6d. ;  Large  Type,  Fine  Paper 
Edition,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  25.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies. 
By  Sir  Walter  Besant.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  65. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.).— Curiosities 

of  Criticism.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  25.  6 d. 

JEROME  (JEROME  K.).  Stage= 

land.  With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  Ber¬ 
nard  Partridge.  Fcap.  4to,  is. 

JERROLD  (DOUGLAS).  — The 

Barber’s  Chair;  and  The  Hedgehog 
Letters.  Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  2A. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  Works  by. 

Post  Svo,  15.  each  ;  cloth,  15.  6 d.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

•  Household!  Horticulture. _ 

JESSE  (EDWARD).  —  Scenes 

and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  Svo,  cloth,  25. 

JONSON’S  (BEN)  Works,  With 

Notes  and  Biographical  Memoir  by 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel 
Cunningham.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo; 
cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 


JOHNSTON  (R.).— ' The  Peril  of 

an  Empire.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65. 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.), 

Books  by.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  35. bd.  each. 
Finger-Ring  Lore;  Historical,  Legend¬ 
ary,  and  Anecdotal.  With  numerous 
Illustrations, 

Crowns  and  Coronations.  With  91 
Illustrations. 

JOSEPHUS,  The  Complete 

Works  of.  Translated  by  William 
Whiston.  Containing  ‘  The  Antiquities 
of  the  Jews,’  and  ‘The  Wars  of  the  Jews.’ 
With  52  Illustrations  and  Maps.  Two 
Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-cloth,  125.  6 d. 

KEMPT  (ROBERT).— Pencil  and 

Palette  :  Chapters  on  Art  and 
Artists.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  25.  6 d. 

KE RSH A W  (MARK) . -Colonial 

Facts  and  Fictions:  Humorous 
Sketches.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
25.  ;  cloth,  25.  6 d. 

KING  (R.  ASHE),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25. 

‘The  Wearing  of  the  Green.’ 
Passion’s  Slave.  |  Bell  Barry. 

A  Drawn  Game.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
35.  6 d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25. 

KIP lTn G  PRI MER  (A).  Includ¬ 

ing  Biographical  and  Critical  Chapters, 
an  Index  to  Mr.  Kipling’s  principal 
Writings,  and  Bibliographies.  By  F.  L 
Knowles.  With  Two  Portraits.  Crown 
Svo  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

KNIGHTS  (The)  of  the  LION. 

Edited  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth.  65. 

K NIGHT  [WILLIAM  aiid 

EDWARD). —The  Patient’s  Vade 
Mecum  :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  1  v.  bd. 

LAMBERT  (GEORGE).  —  TKe 

President  of  Boravia.  Crown  8vo 
cloth,  35.  6 d. 

LAMB’ S  (CH ARLES)  Complete 

Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 
‘  Poetry  for  Children  ’  and  *  Prince  Dorus.’ 
Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  2 
Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  ‘  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig.’  Crown  Svo  (both  Series), 
cloth,  35.  6 d. 

The  Essays  of  Elia  (both  Series).  Post 
Svo,  hair-cloth,  25. — Also  the  Fine  Paper 
Edition,  pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  25.  net  ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  35.  net. 

Little  Essays:  Sketches  and  Characters 
by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.  Post 
Svo,  cloth,  25.  6 d. 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles 

Lamb.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate 
Portrait.  Fcap.  Svo,  half-cloth,  25.  6 d. 
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LANDOR  (WALTER  SAVAGE). 

—Citation  and  Examination  of 
William  Shakespeare,  &c.,  before 
Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stea'ing, 
19th  September,  J582  ;  and  A  Confer 
ence  of  Master  Edmund 
Spenser  with  the  Bail  of  Essex,  touch¬ 
ing  the  state  of  Ireland,  1595.  Fcap.  Svo 
half-Roxburghe,  25.  6d. 

LAN E  (EDWARD  WILLIAM). 

— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights, 

oornmonly  called  in  England  Tlie 
Arabian  Nights’  Entertain¬ 
ments.  Translated  from  the  Arabic 
and  illustrated  by  many  hundred  Engrav¬ 
ings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited 
by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With 
Preface  by  STANLEY  LANE  -  POOLE 
Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  225.  6 d. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  Books  by. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.  PostSvo, 
half-cloth,  2s. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.  Post  8vo, 
cloth,  25.  6 d. 

Humour  of  the  Law:  Forensic 
Anecdotes.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  25. 

LEHMANN  (R.  C.). —  Harry 

Fludyer  at  Cambridge,  and  Conver= 
sational  hints  for  Young  Shooters. 

Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  15.  6 d. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.). — Carols  of 

Cockayne.  Crown  8vo,  buckram,  55. 

LELAND  (C.  G.).— A  Manual  of 

Mending  and  Repairing.  With  Dia 

grams.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5 s. 

LEPELLE  TIER  (EDMOND).— 

Madame  Sans^Gene.  Translated  by 
JOHN  dk  Villiers.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
3.?.  ;  illustrated  boards,  2.?. 

LEYS  (JOHN  K.),  Novels  by. 

The  Lindsays.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. 

A  Sore  Temptation.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  65. 

L!  LB  URN  (ADAM).— A  Tragedy 

in  Marble.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d. 

LINTON  (E.  LYNN),  Works  byT 

An  Octave  of  Friends.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  35.  6 d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3 5.  6a!.  eaeu  ;  post  Svo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Patricia  Kemball.  |  lone. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost.  With  12 

Illustrations. 

The  One  Too  Many. 

Under  which  Lord?  With  12  Il'usts. 

‘  My  Love.’  |  Sowing  the  Wind. 
Pa.ston  Carew.  I  Dulcie  Everton. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Post  Svo,  cloth,  25.  6 d.  each. 

Witch  Stories. 

Ourselves :  Essays  on  Women. 
Freeshooting :  Exracts  from  Mrs.  Lynn 
Linton’s  Works. 


LINDSAY  (HARRY),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 

Rhoda  Roberts.  |  The  Jacobite. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65.  each. 

Judah  Pyecroft,  Puritan. 

The  Story  of  Leah. _ 

LOWE  (C  HA  R  L  E  S) .  —  Our 

Greatest  Living  Soldiers.  With  8 
Portraits.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

LUCY  (HENRY  W.).— Gideon 

Fleyce.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25. 

McC  A  RTH  Y  (JUSTIN),  Books  by. 

The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.  Two 

Vols..  demy  Svo,  cloth,  125.  each. 

A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 
and  of  William  the  Fourth. 

Four  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  125  each. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 

from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1S80.  Library 
Edition.  Four  Vols.,  demy  Svo.  cloth, 
125.  each— Also  a  POPULAR  EDITION, 
in  Four  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  65.  each. 
— And  the  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1S86, 
in  2  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  75.  6 d.  each. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 
Vol.V.,  from  1880  to  the  Diamond  Jubilee. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth,  125.;  crown  Svo,  cloth,  65. 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 
Vols.  VI.  and  VII.,  from  the  Diamond 
Jubilee,  1897,  to  the  Accession  of  King 
Edward  VII.  Demy  Svo,  cl.,  245.  [Shortly. 
A  Short  History  of  Our  Own 
Times.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  65.— Also  a  Popu¬ 
lar  Edition,  postSvo,  cloth  limp,  25. 6 d.  ; 
and  the  Cheap  Edition,  medium  8vo,  td. 
Reminiscences.  With  a  Portrait.  Two 
Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  245. 

The  Story  of  an  Irishman.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth,  125. 

Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Editions, 
Pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  25.  net  per  vol. ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  35.  net  per  vol. 

The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  in  1  Vol. 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 
and  of  William  IY.,  in  2  vols. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  1897, 
in  3  Vols.. _  [Shortly. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35. 6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  picl- 
boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  25.  6 d.  each  • 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  |  Linley  Rochford. 
BearLadyDisdain.  |  The  Dictator. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  With  12  Illusts. 
Donna  Quixote.  With  12  Illustrations. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens.  With  12  Illustrations. 
Camiola. 

Red  Diamonds.  |  The  Riddle  Ring. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 

The  Three  Disgraces.  |  Mononia. 

‘The  Right  Honourable.’  By  Justin 
McCarthy  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  65. 
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McCarthy  (J.  H.),  Works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.  (Consti¬ 
tuent  Assembly,  1789-91.)  Four  Yols., 
demySvo,  cloth,  12.9,  each. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of 
Ireland.  Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  (id. 

Ireland  Since  the  Union— 1798- 
1886.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Hafiz  in  London.  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3.?.  6 d. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

Doom:  An  Atlantic  Episode.  Crown  Svo,  is. 

Dolly :  A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  is. 

Lily  Lass.  Crown  8vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

A  London  Legend.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  %s.6d. 

MACAU  LAY  (LORD).— The  His¬ 
tory  of  England.  Large  Type,  Fine 
Paper  Edition,  in  5  vols.  pott  Svo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per  vol. ;  leather, 
gilt  edges,  3s.  net  per  vol. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  Novels  by. 

Mr.  Stranger’s  Sealed  Packet. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Ednor  Whitlock.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

MACDONALD  (Dr.  GEORGE), 

Books  by. 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination 

Ten  Vols.,  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt,  in  case,  21s. ; 
or  separately,  Grolier  cloth,  2s.  6 d.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Within  and  Without  — The 
Hidden  Life. 

„  II.  The  Disciple  —  The  Gospel 
Women— Book  of  Sonnets — 
Organ  Songs. 

„  III.  Violin  Songs— Songs  of  the 
Days  and  Nights— -A  Book 
of  Dreams — Roadside  Poems 
—Poems  for  Children. 

„  IV.  Parables  —  Ballads  —  Scotch 
Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes. 

„  VII.  The  Portent. 

„  VIII.  The  Light  Princess  —  The 
Giant's  Heart— Shadows. 

IX.  Cross  Purposes— The  Golden 
Key— The  Carasoyn— Little 
Daylight. 

„  X.  The  Cruel  Painter— The  Wow 

o’Rivven— The  Castle— The 
Broken  Swords— The  Gray 
Wolf— Uncle  Cornelius. 


Poetical  Works  of  George  Mac¬ 
Donald.  Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo, 
buckram,  125. 

A  Threefold  Cord,  Edited  by  George 
MacDonald.  Post  Syo,  cloth,  55. 
Phantastes.  With  25  Illustrations  by 
J.  Bell.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d. 
Heather  and  Snow.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
39.  6 d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Liiith.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

MACDONE  LL  ( AGNE  S ).— 

Quaker  Cousins.  Post  Svo,  boards,  2.9. 

MacG  ReTg OR  (ROBE  RT).— 

Pastimes  and  Players:  Notes  on 
popular  Games.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2.9.  6 d. 


MACH  RAY  (ROBERT),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  doth,  6.9.  each. 

A  Blow  over  the  Heart. 

The  Mystery  of  Lincoln’s  Inn. 

MACKAY  (Dr.  CHAS.).— Inter-* 

ludesand  Undertones.  Cr.Svo, cloth, 6.9. 

MACKENNA  (S.  J.)  and  JTA; 

O’SHEA.  —  Brave  Men  in  Action: 

Stories  of  the  British  Flag.  With  8  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Small 
demv  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5.9. 

MACKENZIE  (W.  A.).— The 

Drexel  Dream.  Crown  Svo,  cloth.  6.9. 

MACL1SE  PortraitGallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters  : 
85  Portraits  by  Daniel  Maclise  ; 
w.lh  Memoirs,  Biographical,  Critical, 
and  Bibliographical,  by  William  Bates, 
B.A.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  39.  6 d. 

MACQUOID  (Mrs.),  Works  by, 

illustrated  by  T.  R.  Macquoid.  Square 
Svo,  cloth,  6.9.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  Illustrations, 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor¬ 
mandy  and  Brittany.  34  Illusts, 
Through  Normandy.  With  92  Ilhists, 
About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illusts. 

MAGICIAN  S  Own  Book*  The: 

Performances  with  Eggs,  Hats,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.  With  200 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.  cloth.  4.9.  6 d. 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  The,  and  its 

Management.  By  T.  C.  Hep  worth. 
With  10  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is,6d, 

MAGNA  CH  A  RT  A  7  A  Facsimile  of 

the  Original  in  the  British  Museum,  3  feet 
by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned 
in  Gold  and  Colours,  5.9. 

MALLQCK  (VV.  H.),  XVorks  by. 
The  New  Republic.  Post  Svo,  cloth, 
3.9.  6 d.  ;  illustrated  boards,  2.9. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.  Post 
8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

Poems.  Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

Is  Lite  Worth  Living?  Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  69. 

MALLORY  (Sir  THOMAS).— 

Mort  d’ Arthur:  Selections  from  the 
Stories  of  King  Arthur  and  the  Knight* 
of  the  Round  Table.  Edited  by  B. 
M.  Ranking.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  2.9. 

MARG  UERITT E  (PAUL  and 

VICTOR),  Novels  by. 

The  Disaster.  Translated  by  F.  Lees. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

The  Commune.  Translated  by  F.  Lees 
and  R.  B.  Douglas.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

MARLOWE’S  Work:-;,  including 

his  Translations.  Edited  with  Notes  by 
Col.  Cunningham.  Cr,  Svo.  cloth.  3.9. 6d. 

MaTR S  H  (RICHARD).  —A 

.Spoiler  of  Men.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6.9. 

MASON  (FrNCH) .  —  Annals  of 

the  Horse=*Shoe  Club.  With  5  Illysr 
t  rat  ions.  Crown  Syo,  cloth,  6$, 
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MASSINGER’S  Plays.  From  the 

Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited  by 
Col.  Cunningham.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s  6 d. 

MASTERMAN  (J.)  Half  -  a  - 

dozen  Daughters.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  zs. 

MATTHEWS  (BRANDER).— A 

Secret  of  the  Sea.  Post  Svo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2 s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

MAX  O’ RE  LL,  Books  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3,?.  6 d.  each. 

Her  Royal  Highness  Woman. 
Between  Ourselves. 

Rambles  in  Womanland. 


MEADE  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3^.  6 d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d.  each. 

The  Voice  of  the  Charmer. 

In  an  Iron  Grip.  |  The  Siren. 
Dr.  Rumsey’s  Patient. 

On  the  Brink  of  a  Chasm. 

The  Way  of  a  Woman. 

A  Son  of  Ishmael. 

An  Adventuress. 

The  Blue  Diamond. 

A  Stumble  by  the  Way. 

This  Troublesome  World. 
Rosebury. 

MERIVALE  (HERMAN).— Bar, 

Stage,  and  Platform:  Memories. 
With  Portrait.  Crown  Hvo,  cloth,  6.?. 

MERRICK  HOPE).  —  When  a 

Girl’s  Engaged.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

MERRICK  (LEON.),  Novels  by. 
The  Man  who  was  Good.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2.?. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.V.  6 d.  each. 

This  Stage  of  Fools. 

Cynthia. _ 

MILLER  (Mrs.  F.  FENWICK). 

— Physiology  for  the  Young;  or, 
The  House  of  Life.  With  numerous 

Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2.?.  bd. 

MILTON  (J.  L.).— The  Bath  in 

Diseases  of  the  Skin.  Post  8vo,  i.s\  ; 
cloth,  is.  6d. 


MINTO  (WM.).— Was  She  Good 

or  Bad?  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6;/. 


MITCHELL  (EDM.),  Novels  by. 

The  Lone  Star  Rush.  With  8  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Norman  H.  Hardy.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each 

Only  a  Nigger. 

The  Belforts  of  Culben. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth,  fiat  backs,  2s.  each. 

Plotters  of  Paris. 

The  Temple  of  Death. 

Towards  the  Eternal  Snows. 


MITFORD  (BERTRAM),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3.?,  6 d.  each. 

The  Gun-Runner.  With  Frontispiece, 

Renshaw  Fanning’s  Quest.  With 
Fronlispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Triumph  of  Hilary  Blachland. 
Haviland’s  Chum. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  C d.  each  ;  picture  cloth, 
flat  backs,  zs.  each. 

The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley. 
The  King’s  Assegai.  With  6  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

MOLESWOR  T  H  (Mrs.).— 

Hathercourt  Rectory.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3.V.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

MONCRIEFF  (W.  D.  SCOTT=) . 

— The  Abdication:  An  Historical 
Drama.  With  7  Etchings.  Imperial 
4to,  buckram,  21.?. 

MONTAG  U  (I  RViNG).— Things 

1  Have  Seen  in  War.  With  16  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  65. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  Works  by. 

The  Epicurean;  and  Alciphron. 

Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  zs. 

Prose  and  Verse:  including  Suppressed 
Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord 
Byron.  Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd. 
With  Portrait.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7 «.  bd. 

MURRAY  (D.  C  H  R I  ST  IE), 

Novels  by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  39.  6 d. 
each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2.?.  each. 

A  Life’s  Atonement. 

Joseph’s  Coat.  With  12  Illustrations. 
Coals  of  Fire.  With  3  Illustrations. 

Ya.1  Strange.  •  Hearts. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Model  Father. 

Old  Blazer’s  Hero. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 

Time’s  Revenges. 

A  Wasted  Crime. 

In  Direst  Peril. 

Mount  Despair. 

A  Capful  o’  Nails. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d.  each. 

This  Little  World. 

A  Race  for  Millions. 

The  Church  of  Humanity. 

Tales  in  Prose  and  Verse. 

V.C. :  A  Chronicle  of  Castle  Barfield. 
Making  of  a  Novelist.  With  Portra.it. 
My  Contemporaries  in  Fiction. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6x.  each. 

Despair’s  Last  Journey. 

Verona’s  Father. 


His  Own  Ghost.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  bd.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Joseph’s  Coat.  Popular  Edition, 
rnedium  Svo,  b(i, 
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MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  and 

HENRY  HERMAN,  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

One  Traveller  Returns. 

The  Bishops’  Bible. 

Paul  Jones’s  Alias.  With  Illustrations 
by  A.  FORESTIER  and  G.  Nicolkt. 

MU R RAY  (HENRY),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  cloth,  2.9.  6 d.  each. 

A  Game  of  Bluff. 

A  Song  of  Sixpence.  _ 

MORRIS  (Rev.  W.  MEREDITH, 

B.A.).  —  British  Violin  =  Makers, 
Classical  and  Modern.  With  numerous 
Portraits,  Illustrations,  and  Facsimiles  of 
Labels.  Demy  8vo.  clot li,  105.  6 d.  nel. 

^BORROW  (W.  C.). — Bohemian 

Parisof  To-Day.  With  iofillllusts.by 
Edouard, Cucuel.  Small  demy  Svo, cl.. 6.9. 

MUD  DOC  K  (J.  E.),  Stories  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3 s.  6 d.  each. 

Basile  the  Jester. 

Young  Lochinvar. 

The  Golden  Idol. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.9.  each. 

The  Dead  Man’s  Secret. 

From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 

Post  Svo,  ill ust.  boards,  is.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 

With  12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L. 
Wood.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3 s.  6 d. ;  picture 
cloth,  Hat  back.  2s. 

MY  FIRST  BOOK.  By  Waiter 
Besaxt,  James  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus¬ 
sell,  Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine, 
George  R.  Sims,  Rudyard  Kipling, 
A.  Conan  Doyle,  M.  E.  Braddon, 
F.  W.  Robinson.  H.  Rider  Haggard, 
R.  M.  Ballantyne,  I.  Zangwill. 
Morley  Roberts, D.  Christie  Murray, 
Marie  Corelli,  J.  K.  Jerome,  John 
Strange  Winter,  Bret  Haute,  ‘Q.,’ 
Robert  Buchanan,  and  R.  L.  Steven¬ 
son.  With  Prefatory  Story  by  Jerome 
K.  Jerome,  and  183  Illustrations.  Demy 
Svo,  art  linen,  3.?.  6 d. 

N EVVBOLT  (HENRY).  —  Taken 

from  the  Enemy.  Fen.  Svo,  oic.cov..i.«. 

N  IS  BET  (HUME)  “Books  by. 

‘  Bail  Up.’  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6 d. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ?.x. 

Dr.  Bernard  St.  Yincent.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Lessons  in  Art.  With  21  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

NORDAU  (MAX). — Morganatic: 
A  Romance.  Translated  by  Elizabeth 
Lee.  Crown  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

NORRIS  (W.  EJ  “Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2 s.  each. 

Saint  Ann’s.  |  Billy  Bellew. 
Miss  Wentworth’s  Idea.  Crown  Svo, 
c]oth,  35.  6 d. 


OHNET  (GEORGES),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2.?.  each. 

Doctor  Rameau.  I  A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.1'.  6 d.  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  board  -,  2s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d.  each. 

Love’s  Depths. 

The  Woman  of  Mystery. 

The  Money-Maker.  Translated  by 
F.  ROTHWELL.  Crown  Svo.  cloth.  6.9. 

OLIPHANT  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2.9.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
Whiteladies.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  12 
Illustrations  bv  Arthur  Hopkins  and 
Henry  Woods,  39.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  pic¬ 
ture  boards,  2s. 

The  Sorceress.  Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3.9.  6 d, 

0 RROCK  (James),  Painter,  Con¬ 
noisseur,  Collector.  By  Byron 
Webber.  Illustrated  with  nearly  100 
Photogravure  Plates  and  a  number  of 
Drawings  in  half-tone.  Two  Vols.. small 
folio,  buckram  gilt,  10  guineas  net. 

OSHAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR), 

Poems  by. 

Music  and  Moonlight.  Ecap.  Svo, 
cloth,  7 s.  6 d. 

Lays  of  France.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  109.  ( \d. 


OUIDA,  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  3.9.  6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2.9.  each. 

Tricotrin.  A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Rufflno.  Cecil  Castlernaine’s 
Othmar.  Gage. 

Frescoes.  Princess  Napraxine. 
Wanda.  Held  in  Bondage. 
Ariadne.  Under  Two  Flags. 
Pascarel.  Folle-Farine. 
Chandos.  Two  Wooden  Shoes. 
Moths.  A  Yillage  Commune. 
Puck.  In  a  Winter  City. 

Idalia.  Santa  Barbara. 
Bimbi.  In  Maremma. 

Signa.  Strathmore. 
Friendship.  Pipistrello. 

Guilderoy.  Two  Offenders. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d.  each. 

A  Rainy  June.  I  The  Massarenes. 
Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo,  6 A.  each. 

Moths. 
Puck. 
Tricotrin. 
Chandos. 
cloth,  3 s.  6 d. ;  po-t 


Under  Two  Flags. 
Held  in  Bondage. 
Strathmore. 

The  Massarenes. 
Syrlin.  Crown  Svo. 


Svo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  29. ;  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2.9. 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes.  Large 
Type  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  15.  net  ; 
leather,  1.9.  6 d.  net. 

The  Waters  of  Edera.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3 s.  6d.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  29. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  OuiDA  by  F,  Sydney 
Morris.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  55. — Cheap 
Edition,  illustrated  boards?  2 s, 
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PAIN  (BARRY). — Eliza’s  Hus¬ 

band.  Fean.,  8 vo,  is. :  cloth,  is.  6d. 

PALMER  (W.  T.),  Books  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Frontis.,  6s.  each. 

iLake  Country  Rambles. 

In  Lakeland  Dells  and  Fells. 

P A N  OUR AN  Q  H  ARI  ;  or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Preface 
by  Sir  Bartle  Frrre.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  z s. 

PARIS  SALON,  The  Illustrated 

Catalogue  of  the,  for  1905.  (Twenty- 
seventh  Year.)  With  over  300  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Demy  8vo,  3,?. 

PASCAL’S  Provincial  Letters. 

With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  T. 
M‘Crie,  D.D.  Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  zs. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3 5.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

A  County  Family. 

Less  Black  than  We’re  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  |  For  Cash  Only. 
High  Spirits. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn.  12  Illusts. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Holiday  Tasks. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town.  12  Illusts. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Sunny  Stories. 

A  Trying  Patient. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Humorous  Stories.  |  From  Exile. 
The  Foster  Brothers. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 
Bentinck’s  Tutor. 

Walter’s  Word. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Woman’s  Vengeance. 
Carlyon’s  Year.  |  Cecil’s  Tryst. 
Murphy’s  Master.  |  At  Her  Mercy. 
Some  Private  Views. 

Found  Dead.  |  Mirk  Abbey. 
Gwendoline’s  Harvest. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

The  Canon’s  Ward. 

Not  Wooed,  But  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Halves.  |  What  He  Cost  Her. 
Fallen  Fortunes. 

Kit :  A  Memory.  |  Under  One  Roof. 
Glow-Worm  Tales. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

A  Modern  Dick  Whittington. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  Portrait  of  Author, 
Zs.6d.\  picture  cloth,  Hat  back,  2,?. 

Notes  from  the  ‘  News.’  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  is.  6 d. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo,  6 d.  each. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

Walter’s  Word. 


PASTON  LETTERS  (The),  1422- 

1509.  Edited,  with  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  James  Gairdner.  Six  Vols., 
square  demy  Svo,  art  linen,  gilt  top, 
1 2,?.  6d.  net  per  volume,  or  ^3  15s.  the  set. 
(Sold  only  in  sets.) 

PAUL(MARGARET  A.).— Gentle 

and  Simple.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 3,?. 6d. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

PAYNE  (WILL).  —  Jerry  the 

Dreamer.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3 s.  6 d. 

PENNE LL  =  ELMHIRST  (Cap¬ 

tain  E.). — The  Best  of  the  Fun. 

With  8  Coloured  Illustrations  by  G.  D. 
Giles,  and  48  others  by  J.  Sturgess  and 
G.  D.  Giles.  Medium  8vo,  cloth,  16.?. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOEMONBE= 

LEY),  Works  by.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
2 6 d.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 
Pegasus  Re- Saddled.  With  10  Full- 
page  Illustrations  bv  G.  Du  MAURIER. 
The  Muses  of  Mayfair :  Vers  de 
Societe.  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

P E  NNY  (F.  E.).  —The  Sanyasi . 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

PHELF5  (E.S.),  Books  by. 

Beyond  the  Gates.  Post  8vo,  cl.,  1.9.  6d. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.  Illustrated  by 
C.  W.  Feed.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

PHIL  MAY’S  Sketch-Book  :  54 

Cartoons.  Crown  folio,  cloth,  2.9.  6 d. 


PH  EPSON  (Dr.  T.  L.),  Books  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5.9.  each. 

Famous  Violinists  and  Fine 
Violins. 

The  Confessions  of  a  Yiolinist. 
Voice  and  Violin. _ 

PI LKINGTON  (L.  L.).— Mallen- 

der’s  Mistake.  Cro  vn  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

PLANCHE  (J.  R.)»  Works  byT 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms.  With 
6  Plates  and  209  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  7.9.  6 d. 

Songs  and  Poems.  Edited  by  Mrs. 
Mackarness.  Crown  8to,  cloth,  6.9. 

PLUTARCH’S  Lives  of  illus^ 

trious  Men.  With  Life  of  Plutarch 
by  J.  and  W.  LANGHORNE,  and  Por- 
traiis.  Two  Vols.,  8vo,  half-cloth,  10.9. 6d. 

PO E  S  ( E DG A R  ALLAN)  Choice 

Works  :  Pcems,  Stories,  Essays. 

With  an  Introduction  by  CHARLES 
Baudelaire.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d. 

POLLOCK  (W.  H.).— The  Charm, 

and  Other  Drawing-Room  Plays. 

By  Sir  Walter  Besant  and  Walter 
H.  Pollock.  With  50  Illustrations 
Crown  Svo  , cloth,  3.9.  6J. 
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PRAED  (Mrs.  CAMPBELL), 

Novels  by.  Post  8vo,  Ulus,  boards,  25.  ea. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ;  post  8vo 
illustrated  boards,  2 s.  each. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker* 
Christina  Chard. 

Mrs.  Tregaskiss.  With  8  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3,?.  6 d.  each. 

Nulma.  |  Madame  Izan. 

‘As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.’ 

PRICE  (E.  C.).  —  Valentina. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.), 

Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  every  Night  in  the  Year. 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 
Familiar  Science  Studies. 
Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space. 
The  Universe  of  Suns. 


Saturn  and  its  System.  With  13 
Steel  Plates.  Demy  8 vo,  cloth.  65. 
Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.  Crown  8vo,  is.  6 d. 

PRYCE  (RICHARD). —Miss 

Maxwell’s  Affections.  Crown  8vo 
cl.,  3s.  6 d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 


RAMBOSSON  (J.).  —  Popular 

Astronomy.  Translated  by  C.  B 
Pitman.  With  10  Coloured  Plates  and 
63  Woodcuts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 


RANDOLPH  (Col.  G.).— Aunt 

Abigail  Dykes.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7 s.  6 d. 


RICHARDSON  (FRANK),  Nov¬ 
els  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3$.  6d.  each. 
The  Man  who  Lost  his  Past.  With 
50  Illustrations  by  TOM  BROWNE,  R.I. 

The  Bayswater  Miracle. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65.  each. 

The  King's  Counsel. 
Semi-Society. 

There  and  Back. 


RIDDELL  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

A  Rich  Man’s  Daughter.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth.  3s.  hd. 

Weird  Stories.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3 s.od. ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2?. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

Prince  of  Wales’s  Garden  Party. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
Fairy  Water.  |  Idle  Tales. 
Her  Mother’s  Dauling. 

The  Nun’s  Curse. 


READE’S  (CHARLES)  Novels. 

Collected  Library  Edition,  in  Seventeen 
Volumes,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d  each. 

1.  Peg  Woffington ;  and  Christie 

Johnstone. 

2.  Hard  Cash. 

3.  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

With  a  Preface  by  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 

4-  ‘It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.’ 

5.  The  Course  of  True  Love  Never 

Did  Run  Smooth  ;  and  Single¬ 
heart  and  Doubleface. 

6.  The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief: 

Jack  of  all  Trades ;  A  Hero  and 
a  Martyr;  The  Wandering  Heir. 

7.  Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

8.  The  Double  Marriage. 

9.  Griffith  Gaunt. 

10.  Foul  Play. 

11  Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

12.  A  Terrible  Temptation. 

13.  A  Simpleton. 

14.  A  Woman-Hater. 

15.  The  Jilt ;  and  Good  Stories  of  Man 

and  other  Animals. 

16.  A  Perilous  Secret. 

17.  Readiana;  and  Bible  Characters. 

In  Twenty-one  Volumes,  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  each. 

Peg  Woffington.  |  A  Simpleton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 

‘  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.’ 
The  Course  of  True  Love  Never 
Did  Run  Smooth. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  James  Lambert. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

Hard  Cash.  |  Readiana. 

Foul  Play.  |  Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Man,  &c. 

The  Jilt ;  and  other  Stones. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Editions. 

Pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  lop,  2s.  net  each  ;  leather, 
gilt  edges,  35.  net  each. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  With 
32  full-page  Illustrations. 

‘  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.’ 

Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo,  6 d.  each. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

‘  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.’ 
Foul  Play.  |  Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Woffington;  and  Christie 
Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Fcap.  Svo,  half-Roxburghe,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Christie  Johnstone.  With  Frontis. 
Peg  Woffington. 


20 


CHATTO  &  W  NDUS .  PUBLISHERS, 


READE’S  (CHARLES)  Novels— 

continued. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Large  Type 
Edition,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  15.  net  ;  leather, 
Is.  6 d.  net. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

Edition  de  Luxe,  with  16  Photogravure 
and  84  half-tone  Illustrations  by  Matt 
B.  Hewerdine.  Small  4to,  cloth",  6s.  net. 
— Also  in  Four  Vols.,  post  <Svo,  with 
Frontispieces,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  the 
set. 

Bible  Characters.  Fcap.  8vo,  is. 
Selections  from  the  Works  of 
Charles  Reade.  Edited  by  Mrs.  A. 
Ireland.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

RIM /HER  (ALFRED),  Works  by. 

Square  8vo,  cloth,  as.  6 d.  each. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow 

With  52  Illustrations. 

About  England  with  Dickens. 

With  58  Illustrations. 

RIVES  (AMELIE),  Stories  by. 

Crown  8 vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each. 

Barbara  Dering. 

Meriel:  A  Love  Story. 

RO B I N SO N  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Women  are  Strange.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6 d.\  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
The  Woman  in  the  Dark.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. ;  postSvo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

ROLFE  (FR.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Hadrian  the  Seventh. 

Don  Tarquinio. 

ROLL  OF  BATTLE  ABBEY, 

THE:  A  List  of  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  from  Normandy  with  William  the 
Conqueror,  1066.  In  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 

ROSENGARTEN (A.).— A  Hand= 

book  of  Architectural  Styles.  Trans 
lated  by  W.  Collett-Sandars.  With 
630  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7 s  6 d. 

ROSS  (Al.BH RT)^A  Sugar 

Princess.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

ROWLEY  (lion.  HUGH).  Post 

8v^,  cloth,  2s.  6 d.  each. 

Puniana  :  or,  Thoughts  Wise  and  Other 
wise  :  a  Collection  of  the  Best  Riddles, 
Conundrums,  Jokes,  Sells,  &c.,  with 
numerous  Illustrations. 

More  Puniana.  With  numerous  Illusts. 


RUNC1MAN  (JAS.),  Stories  by. 

Schools  and  Scholars.  Post  8vo, 

cloth,  ?s.  6 d 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 

RUSSELL  (HERBERT).— True 

Blue-  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d. 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65.  each. 

Overdue.  |  Wrong  Side  Out. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  :  cloth,  2s.  6 d.  each. 

Round  the  Galley-Fire. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  ‘  Ocean  Star.’ 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  Shipmate  Louise. 

Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea, 

The  Good  Ship  ‘  Mohock.’ 

The  Phantom  Death. 

Is  He  the  Man?  |  Heart  of  Oak. 
The  Convict  Ship. 

The  Last  Entry. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 

A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels. 

The  Death  Ship. 

The  Ship:  Her  Story.  Willi  50  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  H.  C.  Seppings  Wright. 
Small  qto,  cloth,  6,?. 

The  *  Pretty  Polly.’  With  12  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  G.  E.  Robertson.  Large 
crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  55. 

The  Convict  Ship.  Popular  Edition, 
medium  Svo,  bd. 


RUSSELL  (DORA),  Novels  by. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.  Post  8vo, 
ill  us.  b  ards.  2s.  ;  pict.  cloth,  fiat  back,  2s. 
The  Drift  of  Fate.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
35.  6 d.  ;  picture  cloth,  Hat  back,  2 s. 


RUSSELL  (Rev.  JOHN)  and  his 

Out-of=door  Life.  By  E.  W.  L. 

Davies.  With  Illustrations  coloured  by 
hand.  Royal  bvo,  cloth,  16s.  net. 


SAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  ciotb,  3s.  bd.  each  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  With  a  Note 
bv  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

The  Junior  Dean. 

Orchard  Damerel. 

The  Master  of  St.  Benedict’s. 

In  the  Face  of  the  World. 

To  His  Own  Master. 

The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.S.  bd.  each. 

The  Wooing  of  May. 

Fortune’s  Gate. 

A  Tragic  Honeymoon. 

Gallantry  Bower. 

A  Proctor's  Wooing. 

Bonnie  Maggie  Lauder. 

Mrs.  Dunbar’s  Secret. 

Mary  Unwin.  With  8  Illusti  ations. 


SAINT  JOHN  (BAYLE).  —  A 

Levantine  Family.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  bd 
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ST.  MARTIN’S  LIBRARY,  The. 

Pott  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  each  ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3 s.  net  each. 

By  Sir  Walter  Besant. 

London. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
Sir  Richard  Whittington. 
Gaspard  de  Coligny. 

Bv  Hall  Caine. 

The  Deemster. 

By  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  White. 

By  Daniel  Defoe. 

Robinson  Crusoe.  With  37  Illus¬ 
trations  by  G.  Cruikshank. 

By  Thomas  Hardy. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  Bret  Harte. 

Condensed  Novels. 

By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  G.  Thomson. 
By  Richard  Jefferies. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields. 

The  Open  Air. 

Nature  near  London. 

By  Charles  Lamb. 

The  Essays  of  Elia. 

By  Lord  Macaulay. 

History  of  England,  in  5  Volumes. 

Bv  Justin  McCarthy. 

The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  in  1  Vol. 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 
and  of  William  IY.,  in  2  Vols. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  of  Oueen  Victoria  to  1897 
in  3  Vols.  [Shortly. 

By  Charles  Readk. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
‘Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.’ 

By  Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 
Memories  and  Portraits. 
Yirginibus  Puerisque. 

Men  and  IBooks. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

Across  the  Plains. 

The  Merry  Men. 

The  Pocket  R.  L.  S. 

By  Mark  Twain. 

Sketches. 

Bv  Walton  and  Cotton. 

The  Complete  Angler. 

SALA  (Q.  A.). — Gaslight  and 

Daylight.  Post  Svo, illustrated  boards,  2?. 

SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  &  Present 

By  Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.  Post 
Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  :  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

SEC  RET  O  UT,  The :  One  Thousand 

Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Entertaining 
Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or 
‘White’  Magic.  By  W.  H.  CREMF.R. 
With  300  llluMs.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  4.5.  6d. 

SEG I.JIN  (L.  G.).  -  Walks  in  AL 

giers.  With  Two  Maps  and  16  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo.  cloth.  6.?. 

SENIOR  (WM.).— By  Stream 

and  Sea.  Post  Svo,  cloth,  25.  6 d. 


SERGEANT(ADELINE),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3 5.  6 d.  each; 

Under  False  Pretences* 

Dr.  Endicott’s  Experiment* 

The  Missing  Elizabeth.  Crown  Svo 
cloth.  6s. 

SEYM  OUR  (CYRIL).  —  The 

Magic  of  To=Morrow.  Crown  Svo 
cloth,  6s. 

SHAKESPEARE  the  Boy :  Home 

and  School  Life,  Games  and  Sports, 
Manners.  Customs,  and  Folk-lore  of  the 
Time.  By  W.  J.  Rolke.  With  42  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3*.  6 d. 

SHARP  (WILLIAM).— Children 

of  To=morrow.  Crown  8vo,  cloth.  6s. 

SH  E LLEY’S  (PE  RCY  B.  ) 

Complete  Works  in  Verse  and  Prose. 

Edited  by  R.  Herne  Shepherd.  Five 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. : 

Vol.  I.  Introduction  ;  Posthumous  Frag¬ 
ments  of  Margaret  Nicholson  ;  Shelley’s 
Correspondence  with  Stockdale  ;  Wandering 
Jew;  Queen  Mab  ;  Alastor  ;  Rosalind  and 
Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais. 

Vol.  II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ; 
Julian  and  Maddalo  ;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant 
The  Witch  of  Allas  ;  Epipsychidion  ;  Hellas  . 

Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems  ;  The 
Masque  of  Anarchy  ;  and  other  Pieces. 
Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols. : 

Vol.  I.  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the 
Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refu¬ 
tation  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and 
Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 

Vol.  II.  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad; 
Translations  and  Fragments,  edited  by  Mrs. 
Shelley.  With  a  Biography,  and  Index. 

SHERARD  (R.  H.).— Rogues. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is,  6 d. 

S  HE  RID  AN7^-  (RICHARD 

BRINSLEY)  Complete  Works. 

Including  Drama,  Prose  and  Poetry* 
Translations,  Speeches  ;  and  a  Memoir. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scan¬ 
dal,  &c.  Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  2s. 
Sheridan’s  Comedies :  The  Rivals 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 

Edited  by  Brander  Matthews.  With 
Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  buckram,  12*.  6d. 

SHIELTM.  P.),  N o veis  by\ 

The  Purple  Cloud.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3 s.6d. 

Unto  the  Third  Generation.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth,  6.?. 

SIDNEY’S  (Sir  PHILIP)  ConT- 

plete  Poetical  Works.  With  Por¬ 
trait.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart. 
Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth.  $s.6d.  each. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History,  in¬ 
cluding  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob 
Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35. 6 d. 
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SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  Works  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each  ;  cloth 
limp,  25.  6 d.  each. 

The  Ring  o’  Bells. 

Tinkletop’s  Crime.  |  Zeph. 
Dramas  of  Life.  With  60  Illustrations. 
My  Two  Wives.  |  Tales  of  To-day. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 

Scenes  from  the  Show. 

The  Ten  Commandments. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  I.?,  each  ;  cloth, 
15.  6 d.  each. 

The  Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader. 
The  Case  of  George  Candlemas. 
Dagonet  Ditties. 

Young  Mrs.  Caudle. 

The  Life  We  Live. 

Li  Ting  of  London. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
picture  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  25.  6 d.  each. 

Mary  Jane’s  Memoirs. 

Mary  Jane  Married. 

Dagonet  Abroad. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3 s.  6 d.  each. 

Once  upon  a  Christmas  Time. 
With  8  Illustrations  bv  Chas.  Green,  R.I. 

In  London’s  Heart. 

A  Blind  Marriage. 

Without  the  Limelight. 

The  Small-part  Lady. 

Biographs  of  Babylon. 

Among  My  Autographs.  With  70 
Facsimiles. 

Picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s.  each. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

In  London's  Heart. 


How  the  Poor  Live;  and  Horrible 
London.  Crown  Svo,  leatherette,  15. 
Dagonet  Dramas.  Crown  8vo,  is. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards, 
25. ;  cloth  limp,  25.  6 d. 


SINCLAIR  (UPTON).  —  Prince 

Hagen.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

SISTER  DORA.  By  M.  Lonsdale. 

Demy  Svo,  4 d. ;  cloth,  6 d. 

SKETC  HLEY  (ARTHUR).— A 

Match  in  the  Dark.  Post  Svo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2 s. 

S  L . A  N  G  D I C  T1 0  N  A  R  Y  ( T  h  e ) :  Ety^ 

nlological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  6 d. 

SMART  (HAWLEY),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 
picture  boards,  25.  each. 

Beatrice  and  Benedick. 

Long  Odds. 

Without  Love  or  Licence 
The  Master  of  Rathkelly. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 

The  Outsider.  |  A  Racing  Rubber. 

The  Plunger.  Post  Svo,  picture  bds.,  25. 


SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  Works  by. 

The  Prince  of  Argolis.  With  130 

Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  35. 6 d. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch. 

With  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth.  65. 

SNAZELLEPARILLA.  Decanted 
by  G.  S.  Edwards.  With  Portrait  of  G.  H. 
Snazelle,  and  65  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  1  _ 

SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.  Crown 

Svo,  15. ;  cloth,  15.  6 d. 

SOMERSET  (Lord  HENRY).— 

Songs  of  Adieu.  Small  4to,  Jap. 

vellum,  65. _ 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  Novels  by 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
By  Devious  Ways. 

Hoodwinked;  &  Sandycroft  Mys¬ 
tery.  |  The  Golden  Hoop. 
Back  to  Life. 

The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 

Burgo’s  Romance. 

Quittance  in  Full. 

A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 

Post  Svo,  cloth,  15.  6d.  each. 

A  Barren  Title. 

Wife  or  No  Wife.  _ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 

The  Grey  Monk; 

The  Master  of  Trenance. 

Her  Ladyship. 

The  Secret  of  Wyvern  Towers. 
The  Doom  of  Siva. 

The  Web  of  Fate. 

The  Strange  Experiences  of  Mr. 

Verschoyle. 

As  it  was  Written. 

Stepping  Blindfold:  Cr.  8vo,  cloth.  65. 

SPENSER  for  Children.  By  M.H. 

Towry.  With  Coloured  Illustrations  by 
W.  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  cloth.  35.  6 d. 

SPETTIGUE  (H.  H.).  —  The 

Heritage  of  Eve.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  65. 

SPRIGG E  (S.  SQUIRE).  —  An 

Industrious  Chevalier.  Cr.  Svo,  65. 

STAFFORD  (JOHN),  Novels  by. 

Doris  and  I.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 
Carlton  Priors.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  65. 

S  T  A  G  =  HUNTING  with  the 

‘  Devon  &  Somerset.’  By  P.  Evered. 
With  70  Illusts.  Cr.  4to,  cloth,  165.  net. 

STAN  LEY  (WINIFRED).  —  A 

Flash  of  the  Will.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  65. 

STARRY  HEAVENS  Poetical 

Birthday  Book.  Pott  Svo,  cloth,  25. 6 d. 

STEDMAN  (E.  C.)7— Vic  tori  an 

Poets.  Crown  Svo,  cloth.  95. 

STEPHENS  (R.  NEILSON).— 

Philip  Winwood:  The  Domestic  His¬ 
tory  of  an  American  Captain  in  the  War 
of  Independence.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 
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STEPHENS  (RICCARDO).— The 

Cruciform  Mark.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  39.  6d. 

STERN  DALE  (R.  ARM  ITA(i  E). 

—The  Afghan  Knife.  Post  8vo, cloth, 
3.?.  6 d.  ;  illustrated  boards,  2 9. 

STE  VEN  SON  (R.  LO  UIS), 

Works  by.  Cr.  Svo,  buckram,  6s.  c  ach. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

An  Inland  Voyage,  With  a  Frontis¬ 
piece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  &  Books. 
The  Silverado  Squatters. 

The  Merry  Men. 

Underwoods:  Poems. 

Memories  and  Portraits. 
Yirginibus  Puerisque. 

Ballads.  |  Prince  Otto. 

Across  the  Plains. 

Weir  of  Hermiston. 

In  the  South  Seas. 

Essays  of  Travel. 

Tales  and  Fantasies 
The  Art  of  Writing. 

Songs  of  Travel.  Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  55. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  Crown  Svo. 
buckram,  6.?.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. — Popular  Edition,  medium 
8vo,  6 d. 

The  Suicide  Club ;  and  The  Raj  ah’s 
Diamond.  (From  New  Arabian 
Nights.)  With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  J. 
Hennessy.  Crown  Svo,  clo.h,  3.?.  6 d. 
The  Stevenson  Reader.  Edited  by 
Lloyd  Osbourne.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
2 s.  6 d.  ;  buckram,  gilt  top,  35.  6d. 

The  Pocket  R.L.S. :  Favourite  Pas¬ 
sages.  i6mo,cl„  2 s.  net  ;  leather,  3s.  net. 

Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Editions. 
Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2 s.  net  each  ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net  each. 

Virginibus  Puerisque. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  &  Books. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 

Memories  and  Portraits. 

Across  the  Plains. 

The  Merry  Men.  _ 

R.  I i.  Stevenson  :  A  Study.  By  H.  B. 
Baildon.  With  2  Portraits.  Crown 
8vo.  buckram,  6s. 

Recollections  of  R.  I*.  Stevenson 
in  the  Pacific.  By  Arthur  John¬ 
stone.  With  Portrait  and  Facsimile 
Letter.  Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6,?,  net. 

STOCKTON  (FRANK  R,).-The 

Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall.  With 
36  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
39.  6i. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2 s. 

STODDARD  (C.  W.),  Books  by. 

Post  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6.9.  net  each. 

Summer  Cruising  in  the  South 
Seas. 

The  Island  of  Tranquil  Delight. 
STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by 

Percy  Fitzgerald,  Conan  Doyle, 
Florence  Marryat,  &c.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2 s. 


STRUTT  (JOSEPH).  —The 

Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People 
of  England.  Edited  by  William 
Hone.  With  140  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3 s.  6 d.  _ 

SUNDOWNER, "Stories  by. 

Told  by  the  Taffrail.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  35.  6d. 

The  Tale  of  the  Serpent.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  flat  back,  2 s. 

SURTEES  (ROBERT). 

Handley  Cross ;  or,  Mr.  Jorrocks’s 
Hunt.  With  79  I llusts.  by  John  Leech. 
Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth.  2.9. 

SUTRO  ( A  L  F  R  E  D).  —  The 

Foolish  Virgins.  Fcp.  Svo,  iy^cl.,  is.6d. 

SWINBURNE’S  (ALGERNON 

CHARLES)  Works. 

Selections  from  Mr.  Swinburne’s 
Works.  Fcap.  Svo,  6.9. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon.  Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Chastelard :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  Svo,  7 5. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  First  Series. 
Crown  Svo,  9 s. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 
Crown  Svo,  95. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  Third  Series. 
Crown  Svo,  7.9. 

Songs  before  Sunrise.  Crown  Svo, 
109.  6 d. 

Both  well :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  129.6^. 

Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Crown  8vo,6>. 
George  Chapman.  (In  Vol.  II.  of  G. 

Chapman's  Works.)  Crown  Svo,  39.  6 d. 

Essays  and  Studies.  Crown  Svo,  12.9. 
Erechtheus  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  Svo,  6s. 

A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.  Crown 

Svo,  6.9. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  Crown 

Svo,  89. 

Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Crown 
8vo.  69. 

Studies  in  Song.  Crown  8vo,  7 9. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy,  Crown  Svo,  S9. 

Tristram  of  Byonesse.  Crown  89-0,99. 
A  Century  of  Roundels.  Small  4to,  89. 
A  Midsummer  Holiday.  Cr.  Svo,  79. 
Marino  Faliero :  A  Tragedy.  Crown 
Svo,  69. 

A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.  Cr.  Svo,  69. 
Miscellanies.  Crown  Svo,  129. 
Locrine  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  69. 

A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.  Cr.  8vo,  7.9. 
The  Sisters  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  Svo,  6.9. 
Astrophel,  &c.  Crown  Svo,  7 9. 
Studies  in  Prose  and  Poetry. 
Crown  Svo,  99. 

The  Tale  of  Balen.  Crown  8vo,  7 9. 
Rosamund,  Queen  of  the  Bom¬ 
bards  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  Syo,  69, 

A  Channel  Passage.  Crown  Svo,  79. 
Mr.  Swinburne’s  Novel.  Crown  Svo, 

6s.  net. _ 

Mr.  Swinburne’s  Collected  Poems. 
In  6  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  6s.  net  each,  or  369. 
net  the  Set. 

Mr.  Swinburne’s  Tragedies.  In  5 

Vols.,cr.8vo,  69.net  each,or  309.net  the  set. 
(Can  be  subscribed  for  only  in  Sets.) 
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SWIFT  S  (Dean)  Choice  Works, 

in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Por¬ 
trait,  and  Facsimiles  of  Mapsin'Gulliver’s 
Travels.’  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.9.  hd. 

Gulliver’s  Travels,  and  A  Tale  of 
a  Tub.  Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  2s. 
Jonathan  Swift:  A  Study.  By  J. 
Churton  Collins.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3.9.  6 d. 

TAUNE’S  History  of  English 
Literature.  Translated  by  Henry  Van 
Laun.  Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  30.9. 
—Popular  Edition,  Two  Vols.,  crown 
8vo,  cloth.  15.9. 

TaY  LOR  (BAY  A  R  D)  .—Divert 

sions  of  Echo  Club.  Post  8vo,  cl.,  2.9. 

TAYLOR  (TOM).  —  Historical 

Dramas:  ‘ Jeanne  Darc.’  ‘’TwixtAxe 
and  Crown,’  ‘The  Fool’s  Revenge,’ 

‘  Arkwright’s  Wife,’  ‘  Anne  Boleyn,’ 
‘Plot and  Passion.’  Crown 8vo,  1.9. each. 

TEMPLE  (SIR  RIC H A RD) . —A 

Bird’s-eye  View  of  Picturesque 

India.  With  32  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6.9. 

THACKERAYANA :  Notes  and 

Anecdotes.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece 
and  Hundreds  of  Sketches  by  W.  M. 
Thackeray.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3S.  £d. 

THAMES,  A  Pictorial  History 

of  the.  By  A.  S.  Krausse.  With  340 
Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  1.9.  6 d. 

T H 0 M AS~(ANNTE ) 7  Novels  by. 

The  Siren’s  Web.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3.9.  6 d. 
Comrades  True.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.9. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  Novels  by. 

In  a  Cathedral  City.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35. 6 d. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.9.  each. 

The  House  on  the  Scar. 

The  Son  of  the  House. 

THOMSON  S  SEASONS, andThe 

Castle  of  Indolence.  With  Intro¬ 
duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48 
Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  2.9. 

Ti  I O  RN  BURY  (WALT.) ,  Books  by 
The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  With  8  Coloured 
Illusts.  and  2lWoodcuts.  Cr,  8vo,  cl.,  3.9.6^. 
Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards  2s. 

TIMBS  (JOHN);  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d.  each. 

Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London. 

With  41  Illustrations. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen¬ 
tricities.  With  48  Illustrations 

TOMPKINS^  (HERBERT  W.)V- 

lV\arsh=Country  Rambles.  With  a 
Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.9. 

TREETON  (ERNEST  A.). -The 

_ Instigator.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6*. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.). —  Diamond 

_ Cut  Diamond.  Post  8vo,  illus.  bds.,  2s. 

TWELLS  (JULIA  H.).— Et~tu7 

Seiane  1  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65. 


TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  Novels 

by-  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.9.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Frau  Frohmann.  !  Marion  Fay. 
Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2 s.  each. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

The  American  Senator. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.T, 

Novels  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d. 
each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.9.  each. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
MabeBs  Progress.  |  Anne  Furness. 

TWAIN  S  (MARK)  Books. 
Author’s  Edition  de  Luxe  of  the 
Works  of  Mark  Twain,  in  23 

Volumes  (limited  to  600  Numbered 
Copies),  price  12.9.  6 d.  net  per  Volume. 
(Can  be  subscribed  for  only  in  Sets.) 

UNIFORM  LIBRARY  EDITION.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3.9.  6 d.  each. 

Mark  Twain’s  Library  of  Humour. 

With  197  Illustrations  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 

Roughing  It :  and  The  Innocents 
at  Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by 
F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  American  Claimant.  With  81 

Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 

*  The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 

With  hi  Illustrations. 

Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.  With  26 
Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 

Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,  With  Port. 
Pudd’nhead  Wilson.  With  Portrait 
and  Six  Illustrations  by  Louis  LOEB. 

*  A  Tramp  Abroad.  With  314  Illusts. 

*  The  Innocents  Abroad:  or,  New 

Pilgrim’s  Progress.  With  234  Illusts. 

*  The  Gilded  Age.  By  Mark  Twain 

and  C.  D.  Warner.  With  212  Illusts. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
With  iqo  Illustrations. 

*  Life  on  the  Mississippi.  300  Illusts. 

*  The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 

Finn.  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kembi.e. 
"A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King 
Arthur.  220  Illusts.  by  Dan  Beard. 

*  The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

The  £1,000,000  Bank-Note. 

A  Double-barrelled  Detective 
Story.  With  7  Illustrations. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 

With  Life,  Portrait,  and  Illustrations. 

***  The  Books  marked  *  may  be  had  also  in 
post  8vo,  picture  boards,  at  2.9.  each. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.9.  each. 

Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of 
Arc.  With  12  Illusts.  by  F.  V.  Du  Mond. 
More  Tramps  Abroad. 

The  Man  that  Corrupted  Hadley, 
burg,  With  Frontispiece. 

Mark  Twain’s  Sketches.  Pott  Svo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2j.net ;  leather,  gilt  edges. 
3s.  net;  picture  boards,  2 s. 
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TYTLER  (C.  C.  FRASER=).— 

Mistress  Judith.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  6 d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Buried  Diamonds. 

The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Bride’s  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

The  Huguenot  Family. 

Lady  Bell.  |  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Disappeared. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3 s.  6 d.  each. 

The  Macdonald  Lass. 

The  Witch. Wife. 

Rachel  Langton. 

Mrs.  Carmichael’s  Goddesses. 
Sapphira. 

A  Honeymoon’s  Eclipse. 

A  Young  Dragon. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Three  Men  of  Mark. 

In  Clarissa’s  Day. 

Sir  David’s  Visitors. 

The  Poet  and  his  Guardian  Angel. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline.  Crown  8vo, 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

UPW A RD  (ALLEN) ,  Novels  by. 

The  Queen  against  Owen.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3 s.  td.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back, 
2s. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s. 

The  Phantom  Torpedo-Boats. 

Crown  .Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

VAN  DAM  (ALBERT  D.j.-A 

Court  Tragedy.  With  6  Illustrations 
by  J.  B.  Davis.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3 s.  6 d. 

V  A  S  H  T I  and  ESTHE  R .  By 

‘  Belle  ’  of  The  World.  Cr.  8vo,  cl..  35.  6 d. 

VIZ  HT  ELLY  (ERNEST  A.), 

Books  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each. 

The  Scorpion. 

The  Lover’s  Progress. 

With  Zola  in  England.  4  Ports. 

A  Path  of  Thorns.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.?. 
Bluebeard  :  An  account  of  Comorre  the 
Cursed  and  Gilles  de  Rais.  With  9  Illus¬ 
trations.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  96'.  net. 

The  Wild  Marquis  :  Life  and  Adven¬ 
tures  of  Armand  Guerry  dc  Maubreuil. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

WAGNER  (LEOPOLD). -^How 

to  Get  on  the  Stage,  and  how  to 
Succeed  there.  Crown  Svo.  cloth,  2s.  6 d. 

WALLER  (S.  E.). — Sebastiani’s 

5ecret.  With  9  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. 

WALTON  and  COTTON’S 

Complete  Angler.  Edited  by  Sir  Harris 
Nicolas.  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s. 
net ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3 s.  net. 


WALT  WHITMAN,  Poems  by. 

Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  W.  M.  ROS¬ 
SETTI.  With  Port.  Cr.  Svo,  buckram,  65. 


WARDEN  (FLORENCE),  by. 

Joan,  the  Curate.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3„v.  6 d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

A  Fight  to  a  Finish.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  6 d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

The  Heart  of  a  Girl.  With  8  Illusts. 
What  Ought  She  to  Do? 

Tom  Dawson. 

The  Youngest  Miss  Brown. 

WARM  AN  (C  Y) The  Express 

Messenger.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3*.6d. 

WARNER  (CHAS.  DUDLEY).— 

A  Roundabout  Journey.  Cr.  8vo,  6t. 

WARRANT  to  Execute  Charlesl. 

A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures  and 
Seals.  25. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots.  Including  Queen  Elizabeth’s 
Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.  2s. 

W  ASSE  RM  AN  N  (LILLI  AS) .  — 

The  Daffodils.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6 d 

WEATHE  R,  How  to  Foretel  1  the, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By  F. 

W.  Cory.  With  io  Illustrations.  Crown, 
8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6 d. _ _ 

WEBBER  (BYRON)  .-  Sport  and 

Spangles.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s, 

W  ERNER  (A.).  Chapenga’s 

White  Man.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6dt 

WESTALL  (WILL.),  Novels  by* 

Trust-Money.  Crown  8vo, cloth,  3s,  6 d.; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

As  a  Man  Sows.  |  The  Old  Bank. 
Dr.  Wynne’s  Revenge. 

The  Sacred  Crescents. 

A  Very  Queer  Business. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6 d.  each. 

A  Woman  Tempted  Him. 

•  For  Honour  and  Life. 

Her  Two  Millions. 

Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 

With  the  Red  Eagle. 

A  Red  Bridal.  |  Nigel  Forteseue. 
Ben  Clough.  |  Birch  Dene. 

The  Old  Factory. 

Sons  of  Belial.  |  Strange  Crimes. 
Her  Ladyship’s  Secret. 

The  Phantom  City. 

Ralph  Norbreck’s  Trust. 

A  Queer  Race.  I  Red  RyYington. 
Roy  of  Roy’s  Court. 

As  Luck  would  have  it. 

The  Old  Factory.  Medium  Svo,  6 d. 

WESTBURY  (AT  HA).  —  The 

Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6c i. 
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WHEELWRIGHT  (E.  G.) A 

Slow  Awakening.  Crown  Svo  cloth,  6s; 

WISSMANN(HERMANNvon).— 

My  Second  Journey  through  Equa¬ 
torial  Africa.  With  92  Illustrations. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth,  i6a. 

WOOD  (H;  F.),  Detective  Stories 

by.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2a.  each. 

Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

W  HI  SHAW  (FRED.),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d.  each. 

A  Forbidden  Name. 

Many  Ways  of  Love.  With  8  Illhsts. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  65.  each. 

Mazeppa. 

Near  the  Tsar,  near  Death. 

A  Splendid  Impostor. 

WOOLLEY  (CELIA  PARKER).— 

Rachel  Armstrong.  Post  8vo,  2 s.  bd. 

WHITE  (GILBERT).  — Natural 

History  of  Selborne,  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2 a. 

WRIGHT  (THOMAS),  by. 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges; 

or,  Annals  of  the  House  of  Hanover. 
With  Frontispiece  and  over  300  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Croivn  8vo,  cloth,  3a.  bd. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  7a.  bd. 

WILDE  (LADY).— The  Ancient 

Legends, Charmsjand  Superstitions 
of  Ireland.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3 a.  6 d. 

WILLIAMS  (W*  MATTIEU),  by. 

Science  in  Short  Chapters.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6 d. 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat*  With 

Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2 s.  6 d. 

WYNMAN  (MARGARET).— My 

Flirtations.  With  13  Illustrations  by 
Bernard  Partridge.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2a. 

WILLIAMSON  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A 

Child  Widow.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2a-. 

ZANGWILL  (LOUIS).— A  Nine= 

teenth  Century  Miracle.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3a.  bd. :  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2a. 

WILLS  (C.  J.),  Novels  by. 

An  Easy-going  Fellow.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3 a.  bd. 

His  Dead  Past.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6a. 

ZOLA  (EMILE),  Novels  by. 

Uniform  Edition.  Translated  or  Edited, 
with  Introductions,  by  Ernest  A.  Vize- 
TELLY,  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3a.  bd.  each. 

WILSON  (Dr.  ANDREW),  by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.  With  259 

Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  bd. 

Leisure-Time  Studies.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  8vo,  cloth.  6a. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With  36 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3$.  bd. 
Common  Accidents,  and  how  to 
Treat  Them.  Cr.  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  bd. 
Glimpses  of  Nature.  With  35  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6 d. 

WINTER  (JOHN  STRANGE), 

by.  Post  Svo,  2a.  each  ;  cloth  2s.  6d.  each. 

Cavalry  Life. 

Regimental  Legends. 

His  Masterpiece* 
Germinal. 

The  Honour  of  t 
Abbe  Mouret’s  T 
The  Fortune  of 
The  Conquest  Of 
The  Dram-Shop. 
The  Fat  and  the 
His  Excellency. 
The  Downfall. 
Rome. 

Lourdes. 

Paris. 

Popular  Editions,  1 

The  Dram-Shop. 
Rome. 

1  The  J oy  of  Life. 

he  Army, 
ransgression. 
the  Rougons. 
Plassans. 

Thin.  |  Money. 
The  Dream. 
Doctor  Pascal. 
Truth. 

Work. 

Fruitfulness. 

nedium  Svo,  bd.  each. 

I  The  Downfall, 

I  Paris. 

Cavalry  Life  and  Regimental 
Legends,  together.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3 a.  bd. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

With  Zola  in  England.  By  Ernest 
A.  Vizetelly.  With  4  Portraits.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3a.  bd. 

THE  PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 

Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3a.  6 d.  each. 


By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER 

Valerie's  Late, 

A  Life  Interest.  , 

Mona’s  Choice. 

By  Woman's  Wit. 

The  Cost  of  Tier  Pride. 


Barbara. 

A  Fight  with  Fate. 

A  Golden  Autumn. 

Mrs.  Crichton’s  Creditor. 
The  Step-mother. 


A  Missing  Hero. 

By  F.  M.  ALLEN  .—Green  as  Grass. 

By  M.  ANDERSON.— Othello's  Occupation. 
Bjy  G.  W.  APPLETON.— Rash  Conclusions. 


Philistia.  |  Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 

For  Maimie’s  Sake. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand 
The  Devil’s  Die. 

This  Mortal  Coil. 

The  Tents  of  Shem. 


By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq’s  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Blood  Royal. 

Ivan  Greet’s  Masterpiece?. 
The  Scallywag. 

At  Market  Value. 

Under  Sealed  Orders. 


ARTEMUS  WARD’S  WORKS,  Complete. 

By  EDWIN  L.  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician.  |  Constable  of  bt.  Nicholas.- 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  ROBERT  BARR. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair  I  A  Woman  Intervenes. 

From  Whose  Bourne.  |  Revenge !  , 

A  Prince  of  Good  Fellows. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 


A  Prodigal’s  Progress. 
Woman  of  Iron  Bracelets. 
Fettered  for  Life. 


The  Harding  Scanda 
Under  a  Strange  Mask. 

A  Missing  Witness. 

Was  She  Justified? 

By  ‘  BELLE.’ — Vashti  and  Esther. 

By  ARNOLD  BENNETT. 

The  Gates  of  Wrath.  |  The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel, 
By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J  RICE. 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Celia’s  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 


All  Sorts  and  Conditions. 
The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack.  |  Holy  Rose. 
World  Went  Well  Then. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 

Herr  P-uilus. 

Tor  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Revolt  of  Man. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul’s. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

S.  Katherine's  by  Tower. 


Verbena  Camellia  Stepha- 
The  Ivory  Gate.  [nods. 
The  Rebel  Queen 
Dreams  of  Avarice. 

In  Deacon's  Orders. 

The  Master  Craftsman. 
The  City  of  Refuge. 

A  Fountain  Sealed. 

The  Changeling. 

The  Fourth  Generation 
The  Charm. 

The  Alabaster  Box. 

The  Orange  Girl. 

I  he  Lady  of  Lynn. 


By  AMBROSE  BIERCE.-In  Midst  of  Life. 
By  HAROLD  BINDLOSS.-Ainslie’s  Ju-Ju. 

By  M.  McD.  BODKIN. 

Dora  Myrl.  j  Shillelagh  and  Shamrock. 

Patsey  the  Omadaun. 

By  PAUL  BOURGET.— A  Living  Lie. 

By  J.  D.  BRAYSHAW.— Slum  Silhouettes. 
By  H.  A.  BRYDEN _ An  Exiled  Scot. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 
Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Charlatan 


The  New  Abelard. 

Matt.  |  Rachel  Dene. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 

Red  and  White  Heather. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 
Andromeda. 


GELETT  BURGESS  and  WILL  IRWIN. 

The  Picaroons. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 

Shadow  of  a  Crime.  |  Son  of  Hagar.  |  Deemster. 
By  R.  W,  CHAMBERS.— The  King  in  Yellow. 
By  J.  M.  CHAPPLE.— The  Minor  Chord. 
By  AUSTIN  CLARE.-By  Rise  of  River. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 

Paul  Ferroll.  |  Why  Paul  F'erroll  Killed  his  Wife. 
By  ANNE  COATES.-Rie’s  Diary. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Red  Sultan.  I  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 


By  WILKIE 

Armadale.  I  After  Dark. 
No  Name.  |  Antonina 
Basil.  |  H  ide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

‘  My  Miscellanies 
The  Woman  in  White. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs. 


COLLINS. 

The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 

‘  I  Say  No.’ 

Little  Novel'. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel’s  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
The  Evil  Genius. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


By  MORT.  and  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar.  I  You  Play  Me  False. 

The  Village  Comedy.  |  Midnight  to  Midnight, 


By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN.-Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  HERBERT  COMPTON. 

The  Inimitable  Mrs.  Massingham. 

By  E.  H.  COOPER.— Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  C.  COTES. — Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

I  ll"  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

His  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN. 

Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 

The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  S.  R.  CROCKETT  and  others. 

Tales  of  Our  Coast. 


M.  CROKER. 

Ttie  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single? 

Two  Masters. 

In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry. 
Interference. 

A  Third  Person. 

Beyond  the  Pale. 

Miss  Balmaine's  Past. 
Terence.  |  The  Cat’s-paw 
By  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

C.  DAVIDSON. — Mr.  Sadler’s  Daughters. 
By  DOROTHEA  DEAKIN. 

The  Poet  and  the  Pierrot. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A  Strange  Manuscript  Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 

By  HARRY  DE  WINDT. 

True  Tales  of  Travel  and  Adventure. 

By  DICK  DONOYAN. 


By 

Diana  Barrington. 
Proper  Pride. 

A.  Family  Likeness. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Mr.  Jervis. 

Village  Tales. 

Some  One  Eise  |  Jason 
Infatuation. 


By  H. 


Man  from  Manchester. 
Records  of  Vincent  Trill. 
Myst.  of  lamaica  Terrace. 
Deacon  Brodie. 


Tales  of  Terror. 
Chronicles  of  Michar  1 
Danevitch  [Detective 
Tyler  Tatlock,  Private 
RICHARD  DOWLING.— Old  Corcoran’s  Money. 
CONAN  DOYLE.— The  Firm  of  Girdlestone. 

By  S.  JEANNETTE  DUNCAN. 

A  Daughter  of  To-day  |  Vernon’s  Aunt. 

By  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

Archie  Lovell.  |  A  Plaster  Saint. 

By  G.  S.  EDWARDS. — Snazelleparilla. 

By  G.  MANYILLE  FENN. 


Cursed  by  a  Fortune. 
The  Case  of  Ailsa  Gray. 
Commodore  Junk. 

The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  the  Deed. 
The  Tiger  Lily. 

The  White  Virgin. 

Black  Blood. 

Double  Cunning. 


A  Fluttered  Dovecote. 
King  of  the  Castle. 

Master  of  the  Ceremonies. 
The  Man  with  a  Shadow. 
One  Maid's  Mischief. 
Story  of  Antony  Grace. 
This  Man’s  Wife. 

In  Jeopardy. 

Woman  Worth  Winning. 


The  Bag  of  Diamonds. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD.  — Fata!  Zero. 
By  Hon.  Mrs.  W.  FORBES.— Dumb. 
By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

One  by  One.  I  A  Real  Queen. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow.  |  Ropes  of  Sand. 

Jack  Doyle’s  Daughter. 

By  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 

Seth’s  Brother's  Wife.  |  The  Lawton  Girl. 

By  PAUL  GAULOT.— The  Red  Shirts. 

By  DOROTHEA  GERARD. 

A  Queen  of  Curds  and  Cream 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the  Fore*  t. 


Robin  Gray. 

Of  High  Degree, 

The  Golden  Shaft. 

By  E.  GLANYILLE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Golden  Rock. 

FairColonist.  I  F'ossicker.  |  Tales  from  the  Veld. 

By  E.  J.  GOODMAN. 

The  Fate  of  Herbert  AVayne. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 

Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  ALFRED  A.  GRACE. 

Tales  of  a  Dying  Race. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH.— Corinthia  Marazion 
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By  A.  CLAVERING  GUNTER. 

A  Florida  Enchantment. 

By  G  YP.— Cloclo. 

By  OWEN  KALL. 

The  Track  of  a  Storm  |  Jetsam. 

By  COSMO  HAMILTON. 

Glamour  of  Impossible.  |  Through  a  Keyhole. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET  HARTE 

A  Waif  of  the  Flams. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden 
Gate.  1  Springs. 

A  Sappho  of  Green 
Col.  Starbotile's  Client. 

Susy.  |  Sally  Dows. 

Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's. 

Tales  of  Trail  and  Town. 


A  Protegee  of  Jack 
Clarence.  [Hamlin  s. 

Barker’s  Luck. 

Devil’s  Ford. 

Crusade  of  ‘  Excelsior 
Three  Partners. 

Gabriel  Conroy. 

New  Condensed  Novels. 


By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Garth.  j  Dust. 
Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Fortune’s  Fool. 

By  Sir  A 


Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter’s 
appearance. 
Spectre  of  Camera. 
HELPS. — Ivan  de  Biron. 


Dis- 


By  I.  HENDERSON.— Agatha  Page. 

By  G.  A.  HENTY. 

Dorothy’s  Double.  |  The  Queen’s  Cup. 

Rujub,  the  Juggler. 

By  HEADON  HILL.— Zambra  the  Detective. 
By  JOHN  HILL.— The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 

’Twixt  Love  and  Duty.  1  Incomplete  Adventurer. 
Nugents  of  Carriconna.  |  Nell  Haffenden. 

By  E.  W.  HORNUNG- 

i  he  Shadow  of  the  Rope. 

By  VICTOR  HUGO.— The  Outlaw  of  Iceland. 

By  FERGUS  HUME. 

Lady  from  Nowhere.  |  The  Millionaire  Mystery. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 


Marvel. 

Unsatisfactory  Lover. 

In  Durance  Vile. 

A  Modern  Circe. 

Lady  Patty. 

A  Mental  Struggle. 

Lady  Venter’s  Flight. 
The  Rea- House  Mystery. 
The  Three  Graces. 


Professor’s  Experiment. 
A  Point  of  Conscience. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn 
The  Coming  of  Chloe. 
Nora  Creina. 

An  Anxious  Moment. 
April’s  Lady. 

Peter's  Wife 
Lovice. 


By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

The  Leaden  Casket.  I  Self-Condemned. 

That  Other  Person.  )  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  R.  ASHE  XING.— A  Drawn  Game. 

By  GEORGE  LAW! BERT. -President  of  Boravia 
By  EDMOND  LE PELLETIER. 

Madame  Sans-Gone. 

By  ADAM  LILBURN.— A  Tragedy  in  Marble 

•  By  HARRY  LINDSAY. 

Rhoda  Roberts.  |  The  Jacobite. 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Under  which  Lord? 

My  Love  !  ’  |  lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

Mowing  the  Wind. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 


Atonement  Leant  Dundas 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Dulcie  Everton. 

Tne  Rebel  of  the  Fami  y 
An  Octave  of  Friends. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 


By  HENRY  W.  LUCY.-Gideon  Fleyce. 

B/ justin  McCarthy. 


A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Camiola.  |  Mononia. 
Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 

The  Three  Disgraces 


JUSTIN  H.  McCARTHY.-A  London  Legend. 
By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow.  |  Phantastes. 

By  W.  H.  MALLOCK.— The  New  Republic. 
By  P.  &  V,  MARGUERIITE.-The  Disaster. 


By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.  I  On  Brink  of  a  Chasm, 

In  an  Iron  Grip.  !  The  Siren. 

Dr.  Rumsey’s  Patient.  I  The  Way  of  a  Woman. 
The  Voice  of  the  Charmer. !  A  Son  of  Ishmael. 

An  Adventuress.  |  The  Blue  Diamond. 

This  Troublesome  World.  |  Rosebury. 

A  Stumble  by  the  Way. 

By  HOPE  MERRICK. 

When  a  Girl's  Engaged. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

This  Stage  of  Fools.  |  Cynthia. 

By  EDMUND  MITCHELL. 

The  Lone  Star  Rush. 

By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 

The  Gun-Runner.  I  The  King's  Assegai. 

Luck  ot  Gerard  Ridgeley.  |  Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest. 
The  Triumph  of  Hilary  Blachland.  |  Haviland's  Chum. 

Mrs.  MOLESWORTH.— Hathercourt  Rectory. 
By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  1  Basils  the  Jester. 

Hood.  |  Golden  Idol. 

Young  Lochinvar. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Old  Blazer’s  Hero. 

Val  Strange.  |  Hearts. 
A  Mcctel  Father. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 


Bob  Martin  s  Little  Girl. 
Time’s  Revenges. 

A  Wasted  Crime. 

In  Direst  Peril. 

Mount  Desnair. 

A  Capiul  o’  Nails. 

Tales  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
A  Race  for  Millions. 

This  Little  World. 

His  Own  Ghost. 

Church  of  Humanity. 


V.  C. :  Castle  Barfield  and  the  Crimea. 

By  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 

The  Bishops’  Bible  |  Paul  Jones’s  Alias. 

One  Traveller  Returns. 

By  HUME  NISBET.— ‘Bail  Up  1’ 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann’s.  |  Billv  Bellew. 

Miss  Wentworth’s  Idea. 

By  G.  OHNET.-A  Weird  Gift. 

Love’s  Depths.  |  The  Woman  of  Mystery. 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies.  I  The  Sorceress 


By 

Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore.  |  Chandos. 

Under  Two  F'lags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine’s  Gage. 

Tricotrin  |  Puck. 

F'olle-Farine 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel.  |  Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 

Two  Wooden  Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

The  Ma^sarenes. 

By  MARGARET 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN 


OUIDA. 

Friendship.  Idalia. 
Moths.  I-luffino. 

Pipisfrello.  Ariadne. 

A  Village  Commune. 
Bimbi.  I  Wanda. 

Frescoes.  !  Othmar. 

In  Mareinma. 

Syrlin  |  Guilderoy. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 

The  Waters  of  Edera. 

A  Rainy  J  une. 

A.  PAUL. 


High  Spirits.  |  Bv  Proxy. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks 
For  Cash  Only. 

The  Burnt  Millirn. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 

A  Trying  Patient. 

Modern  Dick  Whittington 


l.ost  Sir  Massingberd. 

The  Clyffaids  of  Clyde. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

ACounty  Family.  [Painted. 

I.ess  Black  than  We’re 
A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  trom  a  Thorn. 

In  Peiil  and  Privation. 

Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

By  WILL  PAYNE.— Jerry  the  Dreamer 
By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  I  Mrs.  Tregaskiss. 

Christina  Chard.  |  Nulma.  |  Madame  Izan. 

‘  As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.’ 

By  E.  C.  PRICE.  — Valentina. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Weird  Stories.  |  A  Rich  Man's  Daughter, 
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By  CHARLES  READE. 


Peg  Woffington  ;  and 
Christie  Johnstone. 

Hard  Cash. 

Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

The  Course  of  True 
Love  ;  and  Singleheart 
and  Doubleface. 

Autobiography  of  a 
Thief;  Jack  of  all 
Trades ;  A  Hero  and 
a  Martyr ;  and  The 


Griffith  Gaunt. 

Love  Little,  Love  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Foul  Play. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 

A  Simpleton. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

The  Jilt,  &  other  Stories  : 

&  Good  Stories  of  Man. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana  ;  and  Biole 
Characters. 


Wandering  Heir. 

By  FRANK  RICHARDSON. 

Man  Who  Lost  His  Past.  |  The  Bayswater  Mystery 

By  AMELIE  RIVES. 

Barbara  Dering.  |  Meriel 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.  |  Woman  in  the  Dark. 

By  ALBERT  ROSS -A  Sugar  Princess. 
By  J.  RUNCIMAN.-Skippers  and  Shellbacks 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
Book  for  the  Hammock. 
Mystery  of  ‘  Ocean  Star.’ 
Jenny  Harlowe. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels. 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea 
The  Phantom  Death. 

Is  He  the  Man  ? 

Good  Ship  ‘  Mohock. 

The  Convict  Ship. 

Heart  of  Oak. 

The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 

The  Last  Entry. 


The  Death  Ship. 

By  DORA  RUSSELL.— Drift  of  Fate. 

By  HERBERT  RUSSELL.— True  Blue. 
By  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN.— A  Levantine  Family. 

By  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 

Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment  |  Under  False  Pretences. 
By  M.  P.  SHIEL.— The  Purple  Cloud. 

By  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

Dago.iet  Abroad.  1  In  London’s  Heart. 

Ouce  uponChristmasTime.  Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 


Without  the  Limelight 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
Biographs  of  Babylon. 


Mary  Jane  Married. 
The  Small-part  Lady. 
A  Blind  Marriage. 


By  UPTON  SINCLAIR.— Prince  Hagen. 
By  HAWLEY  SMART. 


Without  Love  or  Licence. 
The  Master  of  Rathkelly. 
Long  Odds. 


The  Outsider. 

Beatrice  and  Benedick. 
A  Racing  Rubber. 


By  J.  MOYR  SMITH. — The  Prince  of  Argolis. 
By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

As  it  was  Written. 

Her  Ladyship. 

The  Strange  Experiences 
of  Mr.  Verschoyle. 


The  Grey  Monk. 

The  Master  of  Trenance. 
The  Web  of  Fate. 

Secret  of  Wyvern  Towers. 


The  Doom  of  Siva. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 


A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.  Benedict's 
To  his  Own  Master. 
Gallantay  Bower. 

In  Pace  of  the  World. 
Orchard  Damerel. 


The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 
The  Wooing  of  May. 

A  Tragic  Honeymoon. 

A  Proctor's  Wooing. 

F  ortune’s  Gate. 

Bonnie  Maggie  Lauder. 
Mary  Unwin. 


Mrs.  Dunbar’s  Secret. 

By  JOHN  STAFFORD.— Doris  and  I. 
By  R.  STEPHENS. — The  Cruciform  Mark. 


R.  NEILSON  STEPHENS.-Philip  Winwood 
By  R.  A.  STERNDALE.— The  Afghan  Knife. 
By  R.  L.  STEYENSON.-The  Suicide  Club. 

By  FRANK  STOCKTON. 

The  Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall. 

By  SUNDOWNER.— Told  by  the  Taffrail. 
By  ANNIE  THOMAS.— The  Siren’s  Web. 
By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

In  a  Cathedral  City. 

By  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  Upon  Sea.  |  Anne  Furness. 

Mabel’s  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.  I  Marion  Fay. 

Frau  Frohmann.  |  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land- Leaguers. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 


Choice  Works. 

Library  of  Humour. 

The  Innocents  Abroad. 
Roughing  It;  and  The 
Innocents  at  Home. 

A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  American  Claimant. 
Adventures  Tom  Sawyer. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 
Tom  Sawyer,  Detective. 

C.  C 


Pudd’nhead  Wilson. 

The  Gilded  Age. 

Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi, 
Huckleberry  Finn. 

A  Yankee  at  Court. 
Stolen  White  Elephant. 
,£1.000,000  Bank-note. 

A  Double-barrelled  Detec¬ 


tive  Story. 

FRASER-T  YTLER.— Mistress  Judith. 
By  SARAH  T YTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through.  |  Mrs.  Carmichael’s  God- 


Buried  Diamonds. 

The  Blackhall  Ghosls. 

The  Macdonald  Lass. 
Witch  Wife.  |  Sapphira. 


desses. 

Rachel  Langton. 

A  Honeymoon’s  Eclipse. 
A  Young  Dragon. 


ALLEN  UPWARD. — The  Queen  against  Owen. 

By  ALBERT  D.  YANDAM, — A  Court  Tragedy 
By  E.  A.  YIZETELLY. 

The  Scorpion.  \  The  Lover’s  Progress. 

By  FLORENCE  WARDEN. 

Joan,  the  Curate.  |  A  Fight  to  a  Finish. 

By  CY  WARM  AN. —Express  Messenger. 

By  A.  WERNER.— Chapenga's  White  Man. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 


For  Honour  and  Lile 
A  Women  Tempted  Him. 
Her  Two  Millions. 

Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 
Nigel  Fortescue. 

Birch  Dene.  |  Ben  Clough. 
The  Phantom  City. 

A  Queer  Race. 

The  Old  P'actory. 


Red  Ryvington. 

Ralph  Norbreck's  Trust. 
1'rust-money. 

Sons  of  Belial. 

Roy  of  Roy’s  Court. 

With  the  Red  Eagle. 

A  Red  Bridal. 

Strange  Crimes. 

Her  Ladyship's  Secret. 


As  Luck  would  have  it. 

By  ATHA  WESTBURY. 

The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook. 

By  FRED  WHISHAW. 

A  Forbidden  Name  |  Many  Ways  of  Love. 

By  C.  J.  WILLS.— An  Easy-going  Fellow. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life  :  and  Regimental  Legends. 

By  LOUIS  ZANGWILL. 

A  Nineteenth  Century  Miracle. 

By  EMILE  ZOLA. 


The  Honour  of  the  Army. 
Germinal.  |  The  Dream. 
Abbe  Mouret’s  Trans¬ 
gression.  |  Money. 
The  Conquest  of  Plassans. 
Dram-Shop.  |  Downfall. 
His  Excellency. 


His  Masterpiece. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin. 

Dr.  Pascal.  |  Joy  of  Life. 
Fortune  of  the  Rougons. 


Lourdes. 
Rome. 
Paris. 


Work. 
Truth. 
Fruitfulness. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2 s.  each. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 


Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow. 
Blind  Fate. 

Valerie's  Fate. 


A  Life  Interest, 
Mono's  Choice. 
By  Woman’s  Wit. 


By  E.  LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  Phoenician. 

ARTEMUS  WARD’S  WORKS.  Complete. 


Philistia.  |  Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 

For  Maimie's  Sake. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
The  Devil’s  Die. 

The  Tents  of  Shorn. 

The  Great  Taboo. 


Dumaresq’s  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powsyland. 
Blood  Royal. 
lvanGreet’s  Masterpiece. 
The  Scallywag. 

This  Mortal  Coil. 

At  Market  Value. 

Under  Sealed  Orders. 
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By  FRANK 

Fettered  for  Fife. 

Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
Folly  Morrison. 

Lieut.  Barnabas. 

Honest  Davie, 


BARRETT. 

A  Prodigal’s  Progress. 
Found  Guilty. 

A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford,  &c. 

Woman  of  Iron  Bracelets. 
The  Harding  Scandal. 


A  Missing  Witness. 

By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 

^  .  .  fl'l  rtvtil,.vir  .  r  t  '  rv  M  'If  A  »>  1  I  r 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy 
My  Little  Girl. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema 


By  Celia’s  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT 


All  Sorts  and  Conditions. 
The  Captains’  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack.  [Then. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well 
Children  of  Gibeon. 

Herr  Paulus. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Master  Craftsman. 


The  Bell  of  St.  Paul’s. 
The  Holy  Rose. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

St.  Katherine's  by  Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Stepha- 
The  Ivory  Gate.  [notis. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Beyond  Dreams  Avarice. 
The  Revolt  of  Man. 

In  Deacon’s  Orders. 

The  City  of  Refuge. 


AMBROSE  BIERCE.— In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.  1  Chronicles  of  No-man’s 

Savage  Life.  |  Land. 

By  BRET  HARTE. 


Californian  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 

Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

By  ROBERT 
Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
Annan  Water. 


Flip.  |  Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
Ward  of  Golden  Gate. 

BUCHANAN. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Ma¬ 
deline. 

The  New  Abelard. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
Rachel  Dene.  |  Matt. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 


BUCHANAN  and  MURRAY.— The  Charlatan. 
By  HALL  CAINE. 

A  Son  of  Ilagar.  |  The  Deemster 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 

The  Cruise  of  the  ‘  Black  Prince.’ 

By  HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 

The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE.  — For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 

Paul  Ferroll.  |  Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.  |  The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS.- The  Bar  Sinister. 

By  MORT.  and  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Transmigration.  The  Village  Comedy. 


From  Midnight  to  Mid¬ 
night. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

By  WILKIE 


Armadale.  |  After  Dark,  i 
No  Name.  |  Antonina. 

Basil.  |  Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  I. aw  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue’s  Life. 

My  Miscellanies. 

By  M.  J.  CQLQUHQUN.-Every  Inch  3  Soldier, 


You  Play  Me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Frances. 

COLLINS. 

The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel  s  Daughter. 

The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science. 

‘  I  Say  No  1  ’ 

The  Evil  Genius. 

Little  Novels. 

Legacy  of  Cain. 

Blind  Love. 


By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN.— Tales  of  the  Caliph. 
MATT  CRIM.  —The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebe 


By  B.  M. 

Pretty  Miss  Nevilie. 

Diana  Barrington. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Proper  Pride.  |  ‘To  Let.’ 
A  Family  Likeness. 

A  Third  Person. 


CROKER. 

I  Village  Tales  and  Jungle 
Tragedies.  |  Mr.  Jervis. 
Two  Masters. 

The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single? 
i  Interference. 


By  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

•  The  Evangelist  ;  or.  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAMES  DE  MILLE.— A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 


Michael  Danevitch. 

In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Re¬ 
ceived. 

Tracked  to  Doom 
Link  by  Link. 

Suspicion  Aroused. 
Riddles  Read. 


The  Man-Hunter. 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Caught  at  Last ! 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty 
Duncan?  |  Wanted! 

Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs. 

Mystery  Jamaica  Terrace. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON.-Roxy 
By  G.  MANVILLE  FENN. 

The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tiger  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.  |  The  White  Virgin. 
By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 


Bella  Donna.  |  Fatal  Zero. 
Never  Forgotten.  |  Polly. 
Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 


Seventy  -  five  Brooke 
Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 


Olympia. 

One  by  One. 

A  Real  Queen. 

Queen  Cophetua. 

By  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 

Seth’s  Brother’s  Wife.  I  The  Lawton  Girl. 


King  or  Knave  ? 
Romances  of  the  Law. 
Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 


Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

Fancy  Free. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  the  World  Say  ? 
In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

In  Pastures  Green 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

The  Dead  Heart. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  the  Forest. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 

Of  High  Degree. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot. 

Heart’s  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


By  WILLIAM  GILBERT.-James  Duke. 

By  ERNEST  GLANYILLH. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 

Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

ANDREW  HALLI DAY.— Every-day  Papers. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 


By  JULIAN 

Quentin.  |  Ellice  Garth. 
Fortune’s  Fool. 

Miss  Cadogna.  |  Dust. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR 


HAWTHORNE. 

Love — or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Dis¬ 
appearance.  [Camera. 
The  Spectre  of  the 
HELPS.— Ivan  de  Biron. 


By  G.  A.  HENTY. — Rujub  the  Juggler. 
By  HEADON  HILL.—  Zambra  the  Detective. 
By  JOHN  HILL. — Treason-Felony. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 

Lady  Verner’s  Flight. 


A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 

In  Durance  Vile. 

Marvel.  |  Peter’s  Wife. 
A  Mental  Struggle. 

A  Modern  Circe. 

April's  Lady. 


The  Red-House  Mystery. 
The  Three  Graces. 
Unsatisfactory  Lover. 
Lady  Patty.  |  NoraCreina 
Professor’s  Experiment. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels  —continued. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  HOE  Y.— The  Lover's  Creed. 
Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER — The  House  of  Raby. 
By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

That  Other  Person.  |  The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self- Condemned. 

By  MARK  KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game.  [Green.’  I  Passion’s  Slave. 

•  The  Wearing  of  the  |  Bell  Barry. 

By  EDMOND  LE PELLETIER. 

Madame  Sans-Gune. 

By  JOHN  LEYS.-The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


The  Atonement  of  Lenin 
Dundas. 

Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  One  Too  Many. 
Dulcie  F.verton. 

By  HENRY  W.  LUCY.-Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  justin  McCarthy 


Patricia  Kemball. 

The  World  Well  Lost, 
Under  which  Lord! 
Paston  Carew. 

•  My  Love  !  ’  |  lone. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  |  Camiola. 
Linley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of 'Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 


By  HUGH  MACCOLL. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

GEORGE  MACDONALD.— Heather  and  Snow. 

By  AGNES  MACDONELL.  — Quaker  Cousins. 
By  W.  H.  MALLOCK.-The  New  Republic. 

By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  L.  T.  MEADE. — A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  Mr#.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Dead  Man's  Secret.  |  From  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY 

A  Model  Father. 


Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange.  |  Hearts. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 
Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 


A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin’s  Little  Girl. 
Time’s  Revenges. 

A  AVasted  Crime, 

In  Direst  Peril. 

Mount  Despair. 

A  Capful  o’  Nails. 


By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

By  MURRAY  and  KERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  |  The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones’s  Alias. 

By  HUME  NISBET. 

•  Bail  Up  !  ’  I  Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann’s.  |  Billy  Bellew. 

By  GEORGES  QHNET. 

Dr.  Rameau.  |  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love. 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies.  I  The  Greatest  Heiress  in 

The  Primrose  Path.  |  England. 

By  QUID  A. 


Held  in  Bondage. 
Strathmore.  I  Chandos. 

Idalia.  I  Tricotrin. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine  s  Gage. 
Puck.  |  Pascarel. 

Folle-Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Signa.  |  Ariadne. 

Princess  Napraxine. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Friait  dehip. 


Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes 
Moths.  |  Bimbi. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune. 
Wanda.  I  Othmar. 

Frescoes.  |  Guilder oy. 

In  Maremma. 

Ruffino.  |  Syrlin. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 

Ouida's  Wisdom,  Wit, 
and  Pathos 


By  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Bentinck’s  Tutor. 
Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy.  |  Kit. 
Cecil's  Tryst.  |  Halves. 
The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
The  Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Walter's  Word. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 
Humorous  Stones. 

/Loo  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey.  |  HighSpirits 
Under  One  Roof. 
Carlyon’s  Year. 

For  Cash  Only. 

The  Canon’s  Ward. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 


A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  frer. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Sunny  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Woman’s  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace; 
Gwendoline’s  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We’re 
Painted.  |  By  Proxy. 
Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The  Mystery  of  Mir- 
bridge.  |  From  Exile. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


Holiday  Tasks. 

A  Trying  Patient. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station  I  Christina  Chard. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  |  Mrs.  Tregaskiss. 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 


It  is  Never  Too  Late  to 
Mend.  |  The  Jilt. 
Christie  Johnstone. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
Love  Little,  Love  Long. 
Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H 
Weird  Stories. 

Fairy  Water. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

The  Prince  of  Wales’s 
Garden  Party. 


Foul  Play.  |  Hard  Cash. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
Singleheart,  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Man,  &c. 
Peg  Woffington. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

RIDDELL. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace 
Gardens. 

The  Nun’s  Curse. 

Idle  Tales. 


By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange.  |  The  Woman  in  the  Dark. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 


Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the 
‘Ocean  Star.’ 

Romance  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
Good  Ship  ‘Mohock.’ 

The  Phantom  Death. 

Is  He  the  Man? 

Heart  of  Oak. 

The  Convict  Ship. 

The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 

The  Last  Entry. 


By  DORA  RUSSELL.— A  Country  Sweetheart. 

By  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 


The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane’s  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales,  of  To-day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop’s  Crime. 


Zeph.  |  My  Two  AVives. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show 
Ten  Commandments. 
Dagonet  Abroad. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 


ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY.-A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  orLicence.  I  The  Master  of  Rathkelly. 
Beatrice  and  Benedick.  |  The  Plunger.  |  Long  Odds 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALEi— The  Afghan  Knife. 


By  T.  W. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron 
Dyke. 

The  Golden  Hoop. 
Hoodwin  ked. 

By  Devious  Ways. 


SPEIGHT. 

Back  to  Life. 

The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo's  Romance. 
Quittance  in  Full. 

A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 


By  ALAN 

A  Fellou^of  Trinity. 

The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.  Benedict’s. 


ST.  AUBYN. 

Orchard  Damerel. 

In  the  Face  of  the  World. 
The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 


To  His  Own  Master. 

By  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

By  ROBERT  SURTEES.— Handley  Cross. 

By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

By  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 


Frau  Frohmann. 

Marion  Fay. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

The  Way  We  Dive  Now. 


The  Dand-Leaguers. 

The  American  Senator. 
Scarborough’s  Family. 
Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 


By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea.  |  Anne  Furness. 

Mabel’s  Progress. 


By 

A  Pleasure  Trip. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
Tom  Sawyer. 

A  Tramp  Abroad. 


MARK  TWAIN. 

Stolen  White  Elephant, 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
A  Yankee  at  Court. 
,£1,000,000  Bank-Note. 
Sketches. 


By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER.— Mistress  Judith. 
By  SARAH  TYTLER. 


Bride’s  Pass.  |  Lady  Bell 
Buried  Diamonds. 

St.  Mungo’s  City. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 


By 


The  Huguenot  Family, 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Disappeared. 

ALLEN  UPWARD.— Queen  against  Owen. 

By  WM.  WESTALL.-Trust-Money. 

By  Mrs.  WILLI  AMSON.-A  Child  Widow. 
By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  WOOD. 

The  Passenger  from  Scot-  I  The  Englishman  of  the 
land  Yard.  |  Rue  Cain. 

By  MARG.  WYNMAN.— My  Flirtations. 


NEW  SERIES  OF  TWO-SHILLING  NOVELS. 

Bound  in  picture  cloth,  fiat  backs. 

By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 

The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.  |  The  King’s  Assegai. 


By  EDWIN  LESTER  ARNOLD 

The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 


St. 


By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 

Katherine’s  by  Tower.  |  The  Rebel  Queen. 

By  H.  BINDLOSS.-Ainslie’s  Ju-Ju. 

By  McD.  BODKIN,  K.C. 

Dora  Myrl,  the  Lady  Detective. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 

Man  from  Manchester.  |  The  Man-Hunter. 

Wanted  !  I  The  Mystery  of  Jamaica 

Dark  Deeds.  |  Terrace. 

Vincent  Trill,  Detective. 

By  G.  M.  FENN.-A  Crimson  Crime. 

By  PAUL  GAULQT.— The  Red  Shirts. 

By  Major  ARTHUR  GRIFFITHS. 

No.  99  ;  and  Blue  Blood. 

By  OWEN  HALL.— Track  of  a  Storm, 

By  BRET  HARTE. 


Luck  Roaring  Camp,  &c. 
In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills. 
Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 


Col.  Starbottle’s  Client. 
Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin's 
Sally  Dows. 

By  HEADON  HILL.— Zambra,  the  Detective. 
By  FERGUS  HUME. — The  Lady  from  Nowhere. 

By  EDMUND  MITCHELL. 

Plotters  of  Paris.  |  The  Temple  of  Death. 

Towards  the  Eternal  Snows. 


By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 

By  CHRISTIE  MURRAY.  — His  Own  Ghost, 


Syrlin. 

By  JAS.  PAYN. 


By  OUIDA. 

I  The  Waters  of  Edera. 


-Modern  Dick  Whittington. 


By  DORA  RUSSELL. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.  |  The  Drift  of  Fate. 

By  GEORGE  R.  SIMS, 

In  London’s  Heart.  |  Rogltes  and  Vagabonds. 

By  FRANK  STOCKTON. 

The  Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall. 

By  SUNDOWNER.— Tale  of  the  Serpent. 
By  SARAH  TYTLER. — Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 
ALLEN  UPWARD. — Queen  against  Owen. 

By  F.  WARDEN.  Joan,  the  Curate. 
BYRON  WEBBER.— Sport  and  Spangles. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life  ;  and  Regimental  Legends. 

By  LOUIS  ZANGWILL. 

A  Nineteenth-Century  Miracle. 


SIXPENNY  COPYRIGHT  NOVELS. 


By  GRANT  ALLEN.— The  Tents  of  Shem. 

By  WALTER  BESANT 


Children  of  Gibeon. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Dorothy  P'orster. 


All  Sorts  and  Conditionsof 
Men. 

The  Orange  Girl. 


By  BESANT  and  RICE. 

The  Golden  Butterfly.  |  Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.  |  God  and  the  Man. 

By  S.  BARING  GOULD.— Red  Spider. 
By  HALL  CAINE. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

By  WILKIE  COLLIN8. 

Armadale.  1  Antonina.  Man  and  Wite.  |  NoNam 
The  Moonstone.  The  Dead  Secret. 

The  Woman  in  White.  The  New  Magdalen. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 

Diana  Barrington.  |  Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage.  « 


By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY.-Joseph  s  Coat. 
By  OUIDA. 

Puck.  |  Moths  |  Strathmore. 

Held  in  Bondage.  |  Under  Two  Flags. 

'lhe  Massarenes. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Walter’s  Word.  |  Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

Foul  Play.  |  Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Woffington  ;  and 


Woffington  , 
Christie  Johnstone 


Tricotria. 
|  Ghandos. 


and  the 


The  Cloister 
Hearth. 

Never  Too  Ltteto  Mend 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL.  —The  Convict  Ship. 

By  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL.-The  Old  Factory. 
By  EMILE  ZOLA. 

The  Downfall.  |  The  Dram-Shop.  |  Rome.  |  Paris. 

ByJoaxiN  McCarthy. 
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